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MADAM, 

* 

T HUMBLY beg leave to put this Tragedy 
■*• under the protedlion of your Royal Highness ; 
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teftimony of the xnoft unfeigned and zealous re- 
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your high rank, from, 

MADAM, 

TOUR ROYAL HIGHNESS*S 

Mod dutiful, and 

Moft obedient humble Servant, 

JAMES THOMSON. 
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PROLOGUE, 

BY THE AUTHOR OF EURYDICE. 

SPOKEN BY MR, QUIN. 

WHEN this decifiye night, at length, appears. 
The night of every author*s hopes and fears | 
What fhifts to bribe applaufe, poor poets try ? 
In all the forms of wit they court and lye : 
Thefe meanly beg it, as an alms $ and Thoie> 
By boaftful blufter dazzle and impofe. 

Nor poorly fearful, nor fecurely vain. 
Ours would, by honefl: ways, that grace obtain. 
Would, as a free*bom wit, be fairly try'd j 
And then— let truth and capdour, fair, decide. 
He courts no friend, who blindly comes to prair<3»$ 
He dreads no fge— but whom his faults may raife* 

Indulge a generous pride, that bids him own. 
He aims to pleafe, by noble means, alone i 
By what may win the judgment, wake the heart, 
lafpiring nature, and direAing art j 
By fcenes, fo wrought, fo raised, as may command 
Applaufe, more from the head, than from the hand^ 

Important is the moral we would teach : 
(Oh may this Ifland praftife what we preach I) 
Vice in its firfl: approach with care to ihun i 
The wretch who once engages, is undone. 
Crimes lead to greater crimes, and link, fo ftreight. 
What firft was accident, at laft is fate : 
Guilt^s haplefs fervant fmks into a (lave ; 
And virtue^s laft fad ftrugglings cannot fave. 

" As fuch our fair attempt, we hope to fee 
" Our judges,—- here at leaft,«-from influence free^ 
<* One place— unbiasM yet by party i*age,— 
** Where only honour votes,-~the Britifi ftage. 
** We a(k fior juftice, for indulgence fuet 
« Our laft beft licence muft proceed from you/* 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED* 

AOAMEMNON, - - Mr. QuiN. 

EciSTHUSy - - • Mr. MiLWARD. 

Melisand£r> «- - Mr. Gibber. 

Arcas, ... Mr. Wright. 

Orestes, - - - Mr. Green. 

Talthybius Herald, • Mr. Havard. 

Officers, &c. 

Clytemnestra, - - Mrs. Porter. 

Cassandra, • - Mrs. Gibber. 

Electra, ... Mifs Brett. 

Attendant of Clytenineftra, Mrs. Furnival. 

Trojan captives. Ice. 

SCENE, The palace of Agamemnon, in Mycenae< 



AGAMEMNON. 



TRAGEDY. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 
ctYTEMVJESTKA Jitting in a difconfolate pofture^ and 

br ATTENDANT. 

ATTENDANT. 

OClytemnestra! O my royal iniflxefs! 
Can then no comfort foothe your woes a while? 
E'er fince that flaming fignal of fack'd Troy^ 
That fignal fix'd and promised by the king. 
Was feen ibme nights ago, nor food has pafs'd 
Your loathing lips, nor fleep has blefs'd your eyes. 
Or if perhaps a trandent flumber hufh'd 
Your fighs a moment, and reftrain'd your tears ; 
Sudden, you, ftarting wildly, would exclaim 
Of guilt, Egifthus, Troy, and Agamemnon. 
Sure, 'tis too much, my queen. 

CLYTBMNESTRA. 

Away! away! 
Since my loft ftate admits of no relief, 
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« AGAMEMNON. 

"tV thjt? iad comfort of the wretched leave me^ 
'IV \ kU mc to my forrows. 

ATTENDANT. 

Hear me. Madam, 
Oi\cc the dear burden of thefe aged arms ! 
My tt^nder care from life's firft opening bud ! 
My joy ! my glory ! hear your faithful ferv^t. 
And, let me add, your friend. — In reafon's eye, 
That never judges on a partial view. 
Far Icfs than your misfortune is your guilt. ■ 
Your guilt — Forgive me, 'tis too harih a word. 
For what deferves companion more than blame. 
I know the tr^acljerouj ways by which you funk. 
From pleafmg peace, to thefe unhappy fears. 
This apxious tumult.—— 

CI.YTEMNESTRA. 

Hide me from the view ! 
All cppifort is in vaiii.— Away T 

ATTENDANT. 

/ 
t < 

Allow me 
To plead your injur'd f aufe againft yourfelf. 

When Agamemnon led the Greeks to Troy, 
And left you. Madam, for the pomp of war ; 
Left you the pride of Greece in full-blown beauty. 
The. kindeft mother and the fondeft wife ; 
If Fame fays true, for Trojan captives left you— 
But that apart. — How did he leave you, fay ? 
Afflidted, out-rag'd, as a queen and mother ^ 
Betray'd to Aulis with your firft-bom hope. 
The blooming Iphigenia, under feint 
Of her immediate marriage to Achilles ; 
And there no foon«r at tht wind-bound fleet 
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Arrived, but you beheld her fpotlefs blood 

Stream on the fully'd altar of Diana, 

The price of winds, of a dear-purchas'd gale. 

To bear them on to Troy. Thus pierc'd with griefy 

Then fir'd by turns to rage, almoft to vengeance^ 

At an ambitious cruel haughty hufband ; 

While all your pailions were together mix'd. 

And ready for a change ; was you i^ot left 

In a fulpmiflive foothing lover's power, 

Ordain'd your partner in the fovereign rule, 

p*er Argos and Mycenae, but to you 

As pliant ftill as Agamemnon ftately? 

CLYTEMNSSTRA, rifing. 

Alas! too true ! You touch the fource of woe. 

Why did you leave me, barbarous Agamemnon ? 

Why leave me weeping o'er a murder'd daughter ? 

Why helplefs leave me to a troubled mind ? 

Ah ! why yourfelf betray me to a lover ? 

What ?urts Egifihus us'd too well I know j 

All that can foftly fteal, or gayly charm» 

The heart of woman— Hence, dear fad ideas I 

Deilroyers hence ! And dare you tempt me ftill, 

Ferfidibus Sirens ! in that very moment 

When your falfe charms have wreck'd my peace for ever ? 

Oh, Nature ! wherefore. Nature, are we form'd 

One contradi<5tion ? the continual fport 

Of fighting powers ? Oh ! wherefore haft thou fown 

Such war within us, fuch unequal confIi(^, 

Between flow reafon and impetuous paiSon ? 

Paffion reiiftlefs hurries us away. 

Ere lingering reafon to our aid can come, 

And to upbraid us then it on^ ferves. 

Tormentpr, ceafe ! 
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ATTENDANT. 

You wrong yourfelf too mucb. 
Think, Madam, how for years you baffled love : 
Nor could Egifthus, tho' he touch'd your heart, 
Tho* many a midnight tear, and fecret figh. 
To me, and me alone, difclos'd the pangs 
That dimmM your fading cheek ; yet could he not. 
With all his arts, his love, fubmii&on, charms. 
Overcome the ftruggling purpofe of your foul ; 
Till Melifander, to a defart ifle. 
He banifli'd from your car. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Ah, MeM&nder! 
Given to the beafts a prey, or wilder famine f 
Ah, periih'd friend ! ferene direding light, 
B;^ Agamemnon left to guide my couniels $ 
Whom every fcience, every mu& adom'd. 
While the good honeft heart enrich'd them all ; 
Oh hadfl: thou ftill remain'd, then I, this day. 
Had been as glorious as I now am wretched ! 
There breathes a felt divinity in virtue. 
In candid unafTuming generous virtue, 
Whofe very filence fpeaks ; and which infjpires. 
Without proud formal leiTons, a difdain 
Of mean injurious vice. Bu6 loft with him, 
With Melifander, reafon, honour, pride. 
Truth, found advice, my .better genius fled ; 
I friendlefs, flatter'd, importun'd and charm'd, 
Was left alone wkh ail-feducing love ; 
Love to the future blind, each fober thought. 
Each confequence defpiiing, fcoming all. 
But what its own enchanting dreams fuggeft. 
What could I do ? — ^Away ! felf-flattering guilt ! 
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AGAMEMNON. u 

I (hould have thought, when honour once is (ully'd. 
Not weeping mercy's tears can wafti it clean ; 
And that one blot on mine diffused a (lain 
O'er the proud honour of a wedded king. 
And o'er my children's, my poor blamelefs children's ! 
Whofe cheeks will kindle at their mother's name : 
I ihould have thought — ^Would I could think no more ! 
To think is torture ! 

ATTENDANT. 

What avails it. Madam*-" 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Melifander ! if the dead could hear, 

1 would invoke thy friendly influence now. 
Would wifli thee prefent in this hour of trouble. 
Perhaps there is in wifdom, gentle wifdom, 
That knows our frailties, therefore can forgive. 
Some healing comfort for a guilty mind. 
Some power to charm it into peace again. 
And bid it fmlle anew with right a£Fedions. 

No ! fruitlefs wifli ! — It cannot, cannot be ! 
EgifUius who may henceforth give me laws. 
Dread of difcovery, that worft tyrant, fhame. 
And my own confcious blotted heart forbid it. 
Forbid retreat—— 

ATTENDANT. 

Madam, behold the man. 
Who, then upon the watch, obferv'd the fignal 
Of conquer'd Troy, and now attends your orders 
Tp give a full account of what he faw. 
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SCENE II. 

CLYTEMNESTRA, her ATTEND ANTS, Otld the MAN 

who obferved the fignaL 

CLYTEMNESTRA, 

Are you then fure that you beheld this fignal ? 
Or was it not fome vifion of the brain. 
That painted, while you flept, your waking wiih ? 
Or elfe perhaps fome meteor of the night \ 

MAN. 

Madam, Troy doubtlefs lies one heap of ruins ; 
I faw the iig^al of its fate diftindtly. 
The night was dark and fiill. A heavier gloom 
Ne'er cover'd earth. In lowering clouds, the ftars 
Were muffled deep ; and not one ray, below» 
O'er all Mycense glimmer'd, or around it. 
When flralt, at fartheft eaft, a ruddy light 
Sprung up, and, wide-encreafing, roU'd along ; 
By turns diminiih'd, and by turns renewed, 
A wave of fire : at laft, it flam'd, confefs'd. 
From iile to ifle, and beachy point to point : 
Till the lafl blaze at Nauplia ended, plain. 
A glorious fight ! and as a Greek rejoic'd me. 

CLYTEMNESTRAv 
How fits the wind ? 

MAN. 

It blows from Troy, dire^ ; 
A bold and fleady gale. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

*Tis well. Retire. 
Your care and faithful pains fhall be rewarded. 
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SCENE III. 
clVtEmnestra, her attendant. 

CLYTEMNESTRA, 

He comes ! he comes ! the haplefs vidlor comes ! 
Even now his trophy'd veffel breaks the main. 
And ploughs the billows with triimiphant prow; 
Or by glad crowds receivM, perhaps, he hails 
His native (bore, and prefTes on to fbame. 
Even now with glory chargM, with conqueft gay, 
Crowned with the laurels of ten famous years. 
He dreams to join them to the peaceful olive; 
And after rugged toils and perilous war, 
Soft to repofe him on the myrtle bed 
Of calm domeftic blifs. How vain the hopes ! 
How ihort the profpedl of believing man I 
I dare not look before me, dare not paint 
The rifing ftorm. 

ATTENDANT. 
Behold Egifthus, Madam. 



CLYTEMNESTRA. 



Leave me. 



S C E N E IV. 

CLYTEMNESTRA, EGISTHUS. 

EGISTHUS, after fome JUince. 

And is it thus, O Clytemneflra, 
Thus that, in hour^ of danger, lovers meet \ 
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14 AGAMEMNON. 

Still coldly filenty ftill the look averted. 
Where not one fotfnefs glows ? While anger, fear, 
Difguft, and fick repentance, (hifting, cloud 
Your varied cheek. *Tis plain you never lov'd. 

CLYTEMNBSTRA, 
Oh that I never had ! 

EGISTHUS. 

You never did. 
The very power to wifli it proves you did not. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 
He ne'er defervM my love, who dares luipefk it. 

EGISTHUS. 
Not to fufpedl it, weaknefs were and folly. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Nor only doubt j believe your doubts. 

EGISTHUS. 

I do. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

You do ! 

EGISTHUS. 
Nay more^ am of their truth aiTur'd. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

'Tis bafe, ungrateful, an ungenerous infult. 
To tell me this. Urge not too far, Egifthus, 
Urge not too far my guilt-dejedted fpirit. 
Tho* you have trampled on my haughty virtue. 
That noble pride of foul, which knows no fear, 
And bears no infult ; yet to you, at leaft. 
To you of all mankind, I will be bold. 
As I had never err'd, will be a queen. 
The blood of Jove, be Clytemneftra ftill. 
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EGISTHUS. 

Be temperate. Madam : I have told you nothing. 
But that I am not worthy of your love. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Curfe on that pride ! which, with affeded brow. 
Humility conceals* And am I then fo vile. 
So loft to reafon, honour, common honour } 
As without love, that all-compelling fury. 
Without debafing, thoughtleis, blind blind love ; 
To bow me from the height of happy life. 
To this low fearful ftate of coward (hame ? 
Miftake me not— I would not wafte one word. 
One paffing word, affronted thus to fave you 
From jealoufy's worft rage ; did not, alas ! 
A kind of mournful juftice to myfelf 
Tear from my fwelling heart the mean confeflion. 
How art thou fallen ! to what difhonour fallen ! 
Unhappy Clytemncftra ! 

EGISTHVS. 

Harfh conftruAion ! 
And yet thefe firowns delight, that anger charms me. 

O more than lovely ! O majeftic fair one ! 
Since you then know the jealous force of love. 
Forgive its tender fears, its fond offence; 
Offence I could not mean. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Ill-fated Ihe ! 
Who muft forgive. 

EGISTHUS. 

Nay, rather caft me from you. 
Than th{is upbraid me with fo forc'd a pardon. 
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O Clytemneftra ! where are now thofe looks, 
Thofc looks of fmiling heaven, of radiant fweetnels. 
That wak'd our mom of love ? Within whofe fphere. 
No evil durft approach, no fadnefs dwell ; 
While the charm'd gazer knew nor fear nor danger? 
And fet they then at laft in gloomy quarrels ? 
Let us not quarrel. Why fhould lovers quarrel? 
Life is for that too fhort, too precious time ; 
Thefe moments chiefly, thefe impetuous moments. 
That to the brink of ruin feem to roll 
Our mingled fate. Even now— 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

'Tis true ! 'f is true ! 
Alas ! methinks, in every hollow blaft, 
That fliakes this palace, Agamemnon comes. 
Yes, yes, Egifthus, ftiU a proof remains, 
A matchlefs proof of love, I mean to give you. 
Glad will I throw this regal pomp afide. 
And, inftant, with you feek fome diftant country. 
Some gloomy Thracian dale, where piny Hemus 
May wrap us in impenetrable fhade : 
There, there, the coarfeft life, fed by hard toil. 
Will be luxurious eafe to what I feel. 
To this big pang that labours at my heart. 
And fires my mingling paflions into anguifh. 
Quick ! let us fly, Egifthus, fly this moment ! 
The next may feize us, bind us down to fliame, 
Detefted ihame ! 

EGISTHUS. 

» 

What! Clytemneftra! fly! 
That is indeed the road direct to fliame, 
To infamy for ever. He who flies, 
la war or peace, who his great purpofe yieldsf 
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He IS the only villain of this world : 
But he who labours firm and gains his point. 
Be what it will, which crowns him with fuccefs, 
•He is the fon of fortune and of fame. 
By thofe adtnir'd, thofe fpeclous villains moft^ 
That elfe had bellowed out reproach againft hini. 

Befides your hufband, your vain-glorious hufband^ 
Proud Agamemnon, who ten years has warred 
At Troy, to fcourge your filler Helen's rape, 
Dream you that he would not purfue our flighty 
Tho' we took (helter in Cimmerian fhades. 
And drag us back, the fcorn of hiffing Greece, 
To then deferv*d, to true, unpity*d fhame ? 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Excufe my Weaker heart. But how, llgifthus. 
How fliall I bear an injured hufband's eye ? 
The fierceft foe wears not a look fb dreadful. 
As does the man we wrong. 

EGISTHUS. 

Madam, your fears 
Caft a falfc glare upon, your troubled reafon, 
That blinds it quite. — ^An injur'd hu{band he ! 
He wrong'd ! No, Clytemneftra never, never, 
Can never wrong her tyrant Agamemnon, 
Tyrant of common Greece ; can never wrong 
The man who leaves her ten regardlefs years, 
For the vain honours of a foolifh war ( ' 
Nay, who confumM thofe years, -if Fam6 Ipeaks t>ue. 
In nothing Icfs than Ivar ; inftead of war. 
In fhameful iquabbks with his nobkr friends'. 
About their captive females, training out 
An amorous revel irather than a wdr. 

Far from hiscOuntry, family, and queen. . . 
Vol. III. C 
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And can you wrong this falfc one ? Think of Aulis. 

How bafely to that port you was betray'd. 

And what dire nuptials waited there your daughter. 

Think with what price he bought his cruel trophies. 

Behold the firft-bom bloffom of your yoiith. 

Your Iphigenia, her mild eyes dejeded, 

Her cheek o'ercaft with fear, her bofom bare. 

An helplefs, harmlefs, uncomplaining viftim, 

Stabb'd by the murderous Calchas ; whilft her father. 

Her unrelenting father, to proted: 

The facriiice, ftands by. Behold, fhe bleeds. 

Pours the rich ftream fhe drew from that fair bofom, 

Falls like a drooping flower untimely cut ; 

And all to purchafe for her fire's impatience. 

From fome fell demon that bely'd Diana, 

A rifing gale. The gale begins to blow. 

The pendants flutter ; when away he goes, 

Gaily he goes ; and leaves a wretched mother 

To weep her murder'd child. — If yet one fpark 

Of wonted fpirit burns in Clytemneftra, 

If flie ftill lives to juftice and to nature j 

Thefe, thefe are wrongs, that call aloud for vengeance ; 

And there are hands that boldly — ftart not, Madam — 

That will with pride avenge you. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Ha! what hands? 
What vengeance, fay ? Touch not fo wild a firing ; 
It wakes new difcord in my jarring foul- 
To the jufl gods, not us, pertaineth vengeance. 
I cannot, will not, e'er confent to — Gods ! 
Where roves my tongue ? — You did not mention that. 
You did not mean it fure— -O fpare, Egifthus^ 
In pity fpare my lafl remains of virtue ! 
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Oh make me not beyond recovery vile I 
A horror to myfelf ! — How wretched they. 
Who feel, yet cannot fave, their dying virtue ! 

\^AJhout beards 
What means this tranfport of the madning people ? 
Oh my prefaging heart !— Save me 1 — Again ! 
Ah ! Itttie think they how their joy diftra<5ts me ! 

EGISTHUS. 
Some move this way— Refume your temper, Madam. 



•SCENE V. 
To CLYTEMNESTRA tf» OFFICER belonging to thecourt, 

OFFICER. 

Madam, the king is near, from Nauplla comes ; 
But fuch rejoicing crowds around him throng. 
As makes his journey flow. Juft now arriv'd 
Talthybius brings the news, and craves admittance. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Conduft him hither. 

SCENE VI. 

CLYTEMNESTRA, alonC. 

Oh too faithful fignal ! 
Now mull I take another ftep in vice. 
Down, ftubborn heart I and learn diffimulation : 
Yes, learn to fmile, tho* forrow wrap thee round ; 
Learn to be friends with bafenefs. — See ! how gay 
This herald flrides along 1 MiAaken man ! 

C 2 
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SCENE VII. 

CLYTEMNBSTRA, TALTHYBius, with fonii Grecian 
foldiers that attend him. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Welcome, Talthybius ; welcome, ye brave Greeks, 
How fares the king ? 

TALTHYBIUS. 

Madaih, the king is well ; 
Health, happinefs, and glory, join to crown him. 
His heart, impatient to confer with yours. 
Sends me before him with its warmeft wifhes. 
Its warmeft gratulations. '* Tell," he faid, 
** Go tell my Clytemneftra, that t;he thoughts 
" Of meeting her awake a dearer jby 
•* Than conqueft ever gave : even tedious feems 
" My people's love, that lofes me a moment." 

This crown, which circled once the royal brows 
Of Hecuba, of Priam's lofty queen, 
He prays you to accept. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

There fet it down. 
I own, Talthybius, tbefoft moifture fills 
My womanilh eyes, while on the fudden turns 
Of fate I think, on fortune's fad reveries. 
Oft when blind mortals think themfelves fecure. 
In height of blifs, they touch the brink of ruin. 
But fure your voyage has been wondrous quick. 
Not three full days. — Is all the fleet retum'd? 
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TALTHYBIUS. 

No, Madam ; none, except this fingle fhip. 
Which bore the king : . the reft are fcatter'd wide. 

When to the joyous breeze we fpread our fails. 
And left that bay, where Simois and Scamander 
Mix with the rapid Helleipont ; while Troy, 
Or what "^as Troy, yet wreathing fmoak to heaven, 
And Ida's woody top, receding, funk 
Begeath the trembling main, the £ky was fair ; 
And, wing'd our courfe with flender airs, we fail'd. 
Till ftrait, as evening fell, the fluttering gale, 
Encreafing gradual from the red north-eaft. 
Blew ftiff and fierce. At laft the tempeft howl'd. 
Next morning, nought but angry feas and ikies 
Appeared, confli<aing, round. Mean time, right on. 
Our ftrong-ribb'd vefTel drove before the blaft. 
That, falling fomewhat of its fxiry, gave us 
A quick aul^ieious voyage. Safe, we pafs'd 
The Cyclad ifles, that, o'er the troubled deep, 
Seem'd then to float amidft the mingling ftorm. 
Only at one, with much ado, we touch'd, 
Nor without rifque. 

CLYTEMNESTRA* 
And why ? 

TALTHYBIUS. 

» . . '. 

Madam, compeU'd 
By facred pity. On the foaming beach, 
A miferable figure beck'n^ng ftood. 
Horrid and wild, with famine worn away. 
His plaintive voice, half by the murmuring furge 
Abforpt, juft reach'd our ears. In Greek he call'd. 
And ftrong adjur'd us by the gentle gods, 
That make the wretched their peculiar care, 

C 3 
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To bear him thence, from favage folitude. 
Into the cheerful haunts of men again. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 
What ?^0f condition look'd he ? 

TALTHYBIUS. 

So he fcem'd ; 
Tho' dimm'd by helplefs fblitary life. 
The king regards him much — Forgive me, Madam } 
I fee the rueful image but difturbs 
Your generous foul. 

CLYTEMNESTRA, 

I thank you, good Talthybius j 
And from the king himfelf will learn the reft. 
This ring, on which a viftory is carv'd 
With curious art, befits the news you bring. 
I am your debtor (^iU ; and, foldiers, yours. 
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A C T II. S C E N E I. 

CLYTEMNESTRA, ATTENDANT. 

CLYTEMNESTRA, 

A RRIV'D fo foon ! I am not half prepared : 
'^^ My features all are funk with confcious fhame ; 
My eyes are yet too tender to diflemble. 

ATTENDANT. 

Madam» be firm. Wipe off thefe gloomy tears. 
In which too plain is read your troubled foul. 
Juft now the trumpet fpoke the king's approach. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

*Tis come, at laft, the trying hour is come ! 

Oh that my heart were hard, and features falfe !— 

Again thefe trumpets fwell 

ATTENDANT. 

A moment, Madam, 
A moment will betray you. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Open, Earthy 
And fwallow up my fliame I — What can I do ? 
Where look ? what fay ? confufion ! torture ! 

ATTENDANT. 

Madam 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Ah, coward that I am ! Was there no dagger, 
To fave this tenfold death ? 

C4 
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ATTENDANT. 

Hark ! loud and near. 
The triumph comes. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Well — give me breath 
[Endea'vouring to compofe her agitation. 

AGAMEMNON, behind the Scenes. 

A moment 
Leave me, my friends, 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Ha ! heard you not his voice ? 
Yes, yes, 'tis he ! Go bring my children hither : 
They may relieve me. 

ATTENDANT. 

O remember ! 
pLYTElVfNESTRA. 

Heavens { 
SCENE II. 

AGAMEMITON, CLYTEMNESTRA. 

AGAMEMNON. 

Where is my life ! my love ! my Clytemncftra ! 
O let me prefs thee to my fluttering foul. 
That is on wing to mix itfelf with thine I 
O thou, foi- whom I live, for whom I conquer. 
Than glory brighter ! O my Clytemneftra 1 
Now, in this dear embrace, I lofe the toils 
Of ten yiears war ; abfence, with all its pains, 
Is by this charming moment wip'd away. 
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All-txnmteous gods ! Sure, never was a heart 

So fully f<7 bkft as mine.*— [Di/ciwiring hir difirdtr. 

But whence, my faireft ! 
What mean theie tears ? — Not tears of happy love. 
Such as I fhed.-*-What means that clouded look, 
Whofe downcaft'fwcetnefs will not Ihme upon me \ 
Why this cold meeting ? Why unkindly damp'd 
My ardor thus? Oh fpeak, my Clytemneftra ! 

. CLYTEMNESTRA, 

Forgive me, Agamemnon ; but I cannot, 

Alas ! I cannot fee your face again. 

Without reflcifUng where I faw you laft. 

Aulis is prefent to my eyes anew. 

The fhips, the chiefs, the guards, the bloody Calchas, 

All the dire pomp of facrific^ arpun4 2 

Anpw my daughter bleeds, bafely deceivM ! 

And when I fee that awful brow, that doomM her. 

Can Agamemnon wondjer at my tears ? 

AGAMEMNON. 

Why will my Clytemneftra add new ftings 
To what here rankles but too deep already? 
Ah ! why impute to me the work of Fate ? 
'Tis not indulging private inclination, 
The felfifh pafiions, thatfuftains the world, 
And lends its rulers grace ; no, 'tis not thence 
That glory ^rings, and high immortal deeds : 
The public good, the good of others, ftiU 
Muft bqar fond nature down, in him who dares 
Afpire to i^orthy rule ; imperious honour 
Still o'er the moft diftinguiih'd lords it moft. 
Was it for me 3*-nLet even your pafGons judge— 
For Agamemnon was it, when ordain'd, 
By common voice, the general of the Greeks \ 
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While twenty kings beneath my banner march'd; 
And while around me fuU-affembled Greece, 
Indignant, kindled at your iifter's rape, 
On her old native foe demanding vengeance. 
On faithlefs Afia : Was it then for me. 
To quench this glorious flame ? And to rcfufe 
One life to thoufands, to thofe generous thoufands, 
That for my honour, for the dearer honour 
Of Clytemneftra's family, flood all 
Prepar'd to die ? If to the mingled voice, 
Of honour, duty, glory, public good, 
Of the commanding gods, I had been deaf; 
And, in the feeble father, poorly funk 
The Greek, the chief, the patriot, and the king. 
Greater than king, the general of the Greeks ; 
Then you yourfelf, my Clytemneftra's felf, 
Muft (let her heart avow the truth) have fcorn'd me. 
Nor think it was an eafy refignation. 
Oh Clytemneftra ! Had you feen within. 
What here within my tortured bofom pafs'd ; 
To that my battles fince were only fport. 
No, not the kindeft mother, bath'd in tears, 
As o'er her agonizing babe flie hangs. 
Feels what I fuflfer'd then— You may remember- 
Again the father melts me at the thought— 
You may remember how I hid my face ; 
Alham'd to let the Greeks around behold 
The tears, that mifbecame their general's cheek. 
Then ceafe to blame what rather merits pity, 
I might add praife. — He, who the father's heart 
' More tender has than mine, too tender has it. 
I love my children, as a father fhould ; 
Befides, I love them from a fofter caufe, 
I love my Clytemneftra. 
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CLYTEMNEBTRAa 

Had, alas ! 
Had Agamemnon lov'd me, would he, nay. 
Could he have left me in the rage of grief. 
My daughter yet frefli bleeding in my fight ? 
Left me fo long ? love furely mud have found. 
In the wide round of ten revolving years, 
Some way to fee me, to prevent thefe forrows — 
Why was I thus abandoned, Agamemnon ? 

AGAMEMNON. 

Let me kifs off thefe tears. O beauteous tears ! 
If flied by doubting love, if flied for abfence. 
Inftead of thefe reproaches, afk me rather. 
How I that abfence bore : and here all words. 
All eloquence is dumb, to fpeak the pangs. 
That lurkM beneath the rugged brow of war. 
When glaring day was clos'd, and hufh'd the camp, 
Oh ! then, amid ten thoufand other cares, 
Thofe ilttng the ke«neft that remembered thee, 
That on my long-left Clytemne(tra thought^ 
On what wild feas and mountains lay between us* 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Unhappy man ! 

AGAMEMNON. 

What fays my Clytemneftra ? 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Unhappy mortals ! by vain words deceived. 
To their own pride, to joylefs honour flaves. 

AGAMEMNON. 

He, he, alone, can claim a right to blifs. 
Who has fulfiU'd the painful tafk of honour. 
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CLYTENraESTRA. 
But what avails a right fo vanilh'd blifs ? 

AGAMEMNON. 

Let me once more adjure thee, Clytemneftra,, 
By every tender name of love adjure thee. 
To lofe in kind oblivion thefe our paft — 
I would not call them quarrels — ^Ah ! there was, 
There wa? a time— I will indulge the thought'— 
When everlafting tranfpbrt tun'd our fouls : 
When join'd to vernal life, the fpring of love 
Around us gstily blow'd ! and heaven and e#irthj 
All fmiling nature look'd delighted on* 
Yet, would my Clytemneftra lend her aid, 
I know a paffion ftill more deeply charming 
Than fever'd youth e'er fejt ; and that is love* 
By long exp^rienf ? mellow'd into friendfhip. 
How far beyond that froward child of fancy ! 
With beauty ple^s'd a while, anon difguftedji 
Seeking fome other toy ; how far more noble 
Is this bright o£Fspring of unchanging reafon, 
That fonder grows with age, and charms for ev^r I 

It is not often, Clytemneftra, thus, 
That I fubmit to double my entreaties ; 
But, oh deftroy not the colledled hopes 
Of life and love ! Oh xnake not conqueft hateful ! 
I fhall abhor it, if it coft nie thee, 
Coft me thy love. A daughter was too much. 
And ten years abfence from my Clytemneftra. 
Add not to thefe a lofs I cannot bear, 
The lofs of thee, thou lovelieft of thy fex 1 
And once the kindeft 1 

CLYTEMNESTRA.. 
Oh! 
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' AGAMEMNON. 

Turn not away j 
There is relenting goodnefs in thy look. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Alas ! untimely fondnefs Agamenmon ! 

Too generous Agamemnon ! you diflreis me. 
Would you were not £0 kind, fo tender, now ! 
Or ne'er had been fo cruel I 

AGAMEMNON. 

•Tis unjuft 
To call me cruel. Fate, the Gods, our fortune 
Were cruel to us both — What could I more 
To footh our parting woes, and cafe my abfence ? 
I left you Melifander to advife you, 
Left you the wifeft, faithfulleft and beft — 
Oh whifpering nature ! Arc not thefe my children ? 



SCENE' III. 

AGAMEMNON, CLYTEMNESTRA, ELECTRA, 

ORESTES. 

AGAMEMNON. 
My daughter ! my Eledtra I 

ELECTRA. 

O my father 1 

AGAMEMNON. 

Come to my arms, my boy ! my dear Oreftes ! ; 

In whom I live anew, my younger felf ! 

And thou, Eledtra ! in thy opening cheek , :. 
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I mark thy mother's bloom : even fo flie look'd, 
Such the mild light with which her beauty dawn'd. 
Oh thou foft image of my Clytemneftra ! 
My other Iphigenia 1' 

ELECTRA. 

Oh my father ! 
My joy ! my pride ! my glory ! whom, in dreams, 
I oft have feen, as if returned from Troy ; 
But ftill unwelcome morning, with a tear, 
Wip'd out the dear illufion of the night. 
And is it then no more a faithlefs vifion ? 
Oh, 'tis nny father ! whofe departure hence. 
And Iphigenia's death, I juft remember. 
How glorious, Iphigenia, was thy death ! 
A death I envy rather than lament. 
Who would not die to gain immortal fame. 
Deliver Greece, and crown a father's glory ? 

AGAMEMNON. 

Come to my arms again, my generous daughter ! 
And thou my fon ! O that thy tender years 
Had fuffer'd thee to Ihare our toils at Troy ! 
'Tis war that forms the prince : 'tis hardfhip, toil ; 
'Tis fleeplcfs nights, and never- refting days ; 
'Tis pain, 'tis danger, 'tis affronted death ; 
'Tis equal fate for all, and changing fortune ; 
That rear the mind to glory, that infpire 
The nobleft virtues and the gentleft manners. 
Where fhall I find, to teach thee thefe, Oreftes, 
Another Troy ? 

. ORESTES, 

How happy had I been ! 
To have beheld what I muft only hear ! 
But I will hear it often, every day ; 
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Will learn your ftory, ftudy your example ; 
Will try to mix your virtues with your blood, 
And not diigrace the laurels I inherit. 
My bofom flutters with I know not what— 
— Forgive me, Sir, I am too young to fay it — 
But fomething here I feel, which bids me hope 
That I fhall not betray my father's honour. 

AGAMEMNON. 

Son of my foul !— Look here, my Clytemneftra ! 
Look here and weep with tendemefs and tranfport ! 
What is all taftelefs luxury to this ? 
To thefe beft joys, which holy love beftows ? 

Nature ! parent Nature ! thou alone 

Art the true judge of what can make us happy ! 

Enter an officer belonging ta the court. 

OFFICER. 

Egifthus, Sir, attends, 

AGAMEMNON. 

Go, bid him enter. 
Retire, my Clytemneftra, my dear children : 
We foon ihall meet again, till then farewell. 

SCENE IV. 

• AGAMEMNON. 

Obey me, features,- for one fupple moment : 
You fhall not long be tortur'd. Here, in courts. 
We muft not wear the foldier's honeft face. 
He little thinks I have him in the fnare 
Of Melifander, whom, in my return, 

1 from that deiart ifland chanc'dto fave. 
To which the ruffian 
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S C E N E V. 

AGAMEMNON, EGISTHUS. 
EGISTHUJS, 

Health to Agamemnon ! 
And happinefs refponfive to his glory ! 

AGAMEMNON. 

Coufm, I greet you well. 

EGISTHUS. 

Forgive me. Sir. 
You have furpriz'd us with this quick return : 
For by that fignal, whofe illuftrious flame 
Rejoic'd all Greece, we did not hope your prefence 
Thefe three days hence. Forgive, that, unpreparM, 
We only with that joy, that loyal tranfport, 
Which fwell each Grecian bofom, thus receive you. 
And truly fuch a burii I have not feen 
Of that beft triumph. City, country, all. 
Is in a gay triumphant tempeft toft. 
I fcarce could prefs along. The trumpet's voice 
Is loft in loud repeated fhouts that raife 
Your name to heaven. Ten thoufand eyes, below, 
Ake to behold the conqueror of Troy. 

AGAMEMNON. 

The nobleft praffe that can falute my ear. 
The fweeteft mufic, is my people's joy. 
But fure your tongue has done it ample jtiftice ; 
Truft me, you blazon a defcription well. 
I have not heard fo much obliging Ipeech 
Thefe many years. 
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EGISTHUS. 

« 

Mifconftrue not my zeal : 
On the foil beart obedient language waits. 
I feel fb deep your glory, Agamemnon, 
As mingles with my joy a fort of pafHon, 
That almoft touches envy. O ye gods ! 
Has, while I liv/d, a war, the mod renown'd 
Which any age e'er iaw» or fhall again 
Be feen ; a war, whofe never-dying fame 
Will cover earth, and reach remoted time. 
Has fuch a war adom'd my days, and I 
Not fhar'd its glory ? Pining here, unknown. 
In namelefs peace— how have I loft my life ? 

AGAMEMNON. 

This ardor is the mode. But know, Egifthus, 

That ruling a free people well in peace, 

Without or yielding or ufurping power ; 

Maintaining firm the honour of the laws. 

Yet fometimes foftening their too rigid doom. 

As mercy may require ; fteering the ftate. 

Thro* fadious ftorms, or the more dangerous calms 

Of peace, by long continuance grown corrupt ; 

Befides the fair career which Fortune opens 

To the mild glories of protedled arts. 

To bounty, to beneficence, to deeds 

That give the gods themfelves their, brighteft beams : 

Yes, know, that thefe are, in true glory equal. 

If not fuperior, to deluding conqueft : 

Nor lefs demand they condud^, courage, care. 

And perfevering toil. 

Vol. III. D 
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I 

2GISTHUS* 

Say, thanklefs toil, 
Harfh and unpleafing ; that, inftead of praiie 
And due reward, meets oftner fcom, reproacli. 
Fierce oppofition to the cleared meafures ; 
Injuftic^^ banifhment, or death itfelf : 
Such is the nature of malignant man. 
Not €0 the vidlor^s meed : him all approve, 
Him all admire. 

AGAMEMNON* 

Yet tho* a toilfome taflc, 
Tho' an ungrateful labour oft to rule ; 
I not fo hardly of mankind, Egidhus, 
Prefume to judge. Truth, wifdom, courage, juftice. 
Beneficence, and for the public good 
A conftant tenor of well-laid deiigns, 
Muft flill be awful in th^ worft of times, 
Be amiable, dear ; while worth, at laft. 
Will light up worth, and virtue kindle virtue* 
You was however eas'd of half the toil. 
By him I left to counfel Clytemneftraai 
By Melifander. 

EGISTHUS. 
Would to Heaven I had ! 

AGAMEMNON* 

You much amaze me.— —Is not Melifander 
Wife, juft, and faithful ? 

EGISTHUS, 

Sir, I muft coi^feft 
He wore a fpecious malk< 
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AGAMEMNON^ 

Beware, Egifthus; 
I know his fiedfail worth, and will not bear 
The fartheft hint that flains the man I love4 

£GXSTHUS« 
Then urg'd by truth, and in my own defence, 
I boldly will afTert him, Agamemnon, 
To be more apt to trouble and embroil. 
Than ferve a ftate. A certain ftubbom virtue* 
I would fay aflFe^ation of blunt virtue. 
Beneath whofe outfide froth, fcnnenting lay 
Pride, envy, fai^on, turbulence of foul, 
And democrative views, in foxAe fort made him 
A fecret traitor, equally xmfit 
Or to obey or rule. But that I checked 
His early treafons, here at your return. 
You might have found your kingdom a republic. 

AGAftfEMNOK. 

I (hall lofe all patience !— [^/tdi* 

YcBti ^do well, 
To give your accufatioa open 4>eech. 
Meantime^ remwnber you muft fully prove it, 
Yovtr muft !-**And he who Melifander proves 
The wretch you have defcrib'd, proves man is vain, 
And faps jthe broad foundations of all trull. 

1 know he would not patiently look on, 
And fujflFcr ill defigns to gather ftrength, 
Awaiting gentle feafons ; yes, I know, 
He had a troublefome old-faihion'd way 
Of fhocking courtiy ears with horrid truth* 
He was no civil ruffian ; none of thofe. 

Who lie with twifted looks, betray with Ihrugs— 
^ wax too warm'— But he was none of thofe, 

D 2 
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Is none of thofe dufl-lickingy reptile, clofe, 
Infinuating, fpeckled, fmooth court-ferpents. 
That make it fb unfafe, chiefly for kings. 
To walk this weedy world— Pardon my heat— 
I wander from the purpofe— You, Egifthus, 
Muft prove your charge, to Melifander*s face 
Muft prove it. 

EGISTHUS, 

Surely — Since the princely faith 
Of your own blood you doubt— 

AGAMEMNON. 

Friendihip and truth 
Are more a-kin to me than blood. . 

EGIStHUS. 

You fliall. 
You Ihall have proof; but to his face you cannot. 

AGAMEMNON^ 
But to his face I will !— I cannot ! why ? 

EGISTHUS. 

He wanders far from hence, I know not where : 
For when I found him an undoubted traitor, 
Tho' he the heavieft punifhment defervM ; 
Yet in regard to that eileem, which, once. 
You deign'd to bear him, banifhment alone 
Was all I did inflift. 

AGAMEMNON. 

I thank you. Sir— 
O you are wondrous good!— But tell me, how, 
How durft you meddle in the fpherc aflign*d 
To Clytemneftra ? He was left to her ; 
To be her counfellor I left my friend. 
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Left IVielifander ; left a man, whom long. 
Whom well I knew ; perhaps to check you, Jtft him : 
And you pretend, you ! —But I will be calm— 
Thefe paflions in a king to his inferiors. 
Who cannot anfwer equal, are not comely. 
Forgive my tranfport — A more quiet hour 
Shall fift this matter to the bottom, Ihall 
Do Melifander or Egifthus juftice. 



SCENE VI. 

EGISTHUS. 

Now gq thy way, weak, open-hearted man* 

Thus to declare the ruin thou intended. 

Go, rate thy Trojan flaves 5 and elfe where pracSifc 

This infolence of camps. Tame, as I feem, 

Submiflive, mild, and patient of thy threats ; 

Yet, ere to-morrow's fun beholds Mycenae, 

My fure-aim*d blow ihall pierce thy fwelling heart. 

And cool this tyrant fever in thy veins. 

Were not our blood, our kindred blood at variance. 

And therefore burning with immortal hate ; 

Had not thy father Atrcus, at a banquet, 

A dreadful banquet ! from whofe fight the fim 

Tum'd back eclips'd, ferv*d — Monftrous ! — up tp mine. 

To his own brother, to the pale Thycftes, 

His murder'd fons : 'didft thou not wear a crown 

Then by thy father ravifh'd from our line, 

Mycena's crown, which he unjufUy feiz'd. 

And added to his own, to that of Argos : 

Had I not ftain'd thy bed with Clytemneftra : 

Tho' fafcty did not urge, and felf-defence : 

I>3 
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Yet this vile treatinent» treatment fit for ilave$ $ 
Thanks to thy fury 1 this has fix'd thy doom. 
Some foolifh fcruples, that ftill hung about me. 
Are by this friendly tempeft blown away.— 
But Clytemneib-a comes. How {hall I calm 
Her troubled mind ? How bring her to my purpofe f 



SCENE VII. 

CI^YTEMNESTRA, EGISTHUS* 

CLYTEMNESTRA, 

Here let me kneel, Egifthus, grafp thy knees | 
Here let me grow till my requeft be grafted. 
Now is the v^ry crifis of my fate. 

EGISTHUS, 

What fight is this I fee ? Rife, Clytemneftra ! 

Thou faireft, moft miajeflic of thy fcx ! 

It mifbecomes thee much this fuppliant pofture. 

there is nothing, nothing, fure, which you 

Need (loop to aik ! Speak, and command it. Madam- 

CLYT?MNE$TRA^ 

Then let us henceforth be, as if this love 
Had never been betwixt us. 

EGISTHUS, 

Ceafe to love thee ! 
What wild den^and ! Impofllble !— Even now, 
Endear'd by danger, by diftrefs endeared, 

1 for thee feel a fonder pang, than e'er 
I felt before. 
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CLYTEMNESTRA. 

No ! thefe deluding words 
Can charm no longer ; their enchantment flies ; 
And in my breaft the guilty pailions jar. 
Unkind, unjoyous, unharmonious all. 
Ah me ! from real happinefs we ftray, 
By vice bewilder^ ; vice, which always leads^ 
However fair at firft, to wilds of woe« 

EGISTHUS, 
Ah! Clytemneftra! didft thou love— — 

CLYTEMNESTRA* 

No more ! 
Seduce my foul no more J Here will I ftop— 
Beyond this line 'tis mifery, 'tis madnefs. 
The furies flalh their torches, vultures tear. 
The mingled tortures of the damn'd await me. 
Oh ! if your paflion be not merely felfifh. 
If the leafl tendemefs for me you feel. 
Drive me no farther down the gulph of woe I 
To happinefs I bid a lafib farewel ; 
I afk not happinefs : no, that I leave 
To innocence and virtue 1 peace, aloi^e. 
Some poor remains of peace is all I afk, 
Not to be greatly wretched, plung'd in horrors ! 
And yet, who knows, the heavenly fpark, that fleep^ 
Beneath thefe embers, yet may fpread anew ' 
Its chearfuj luftre — ^All may yet be well— 
For Agamemnon was fo kind, fo gentle. 
With fuch a holy tender flame he bum'd. 
As might have kindled in a barbarous breafl 
Humanity and virtue. 

P4 
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£OISTHUS. 

All pretence. 
I guefs his aim ! I penetrate his purpojfe. 
On you he lavifli'd fondnefs, while on me 
He lowr'd deftruftion. Doubtlefs, with his car 
Some villain has been bufy ; and he means 
Firfl to divide us, then with greater eafe. 
To ruin both — And can you then be caught. 
Caught with the common proftituted fpeeches» 
That oft have ficken'd on the glowing lip 
Of many a Trojan flave ? Chryfeis had them ; 
Brifeis too; and now Caflkndfa, fhe. 
Who, more like a triumphant queen than captive. 
Is every hour expedted— 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 
What Caffandra ? 

EGISTHUS. 
O it imports you little what Caffandra \ 
Thus poorly tame you nefer will want Caffandras. 
What is become of Clytemneflxa's fpirit, 
That fhe can thys forget her high defcent. 
Forget her rapk, her l^nour, nay forget 
Her injuries I 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 
But yirhat Caffand]:a, fay i 

EGISTHUS. 

Why, Priam's daughter I the prophetic princefs. 
The proud, the young, the beautiful Caffandra : 
So vain of heart, ftie dreamt Apollo lov'd her. 
And, on her plighted faith to crown his love, 
Beftow'd the gift of prophecy; the gift 
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In her pofTei&oiiy (ke deceived the god ; 

Whence he, provok'd, with this condition daih'd it» 

Of never gaining cf edit. So the talf , 

The fable runs-!-Yet, on my foul, I think. 

Did flie give out, flie would be queen of Argos, 

She were indeed a prophetefs. 

CLYTEMNESTRA, 

. 'TisweU. 
You mean it for an infult this, you do* 
What eife could tempt you to deride me, Sir^ 
With fuch extravagance ? 

EGISTHUS. 

Miftake me not, 
I mean it, Madam, for a ferious truth, 
I mean it for a certainty, if thus 
You droop, unnerved with thefe dejedting fears. 

CLYTEMNESTRA, 

Caffandra queen of Argos ! 

EGISTHUS. 

Yes, of Argos; 
While Clytemneftra in a prifon pines ; 
Where fhe may weep, and moralize at leifure. 

CLYTEMNESTRA, 
By Heavens ! fhe vifits firft her father^s (hade. 

EGISTHUS, 
There (hone your native felf. Let bright revenge, 
I fhould fay juftice, didlpate thefe clouds, 
Thefe melancholy whims of ill-judg'd virtue. 
And fliew you burning with your former luftre.. 
Madam, our fates are blended : know, we (land 
Or fall together. Shame, contempt, and ruin^ 
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Or {aictjf love^ and glory, is our choice* 
And can we donbt a moment i 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

But Egifthus— 

EGISTHUS* 

I know the purpofe of thy pleading eye. 
Of that hereafter— We (hall meet again—— 
My prefence now is wanted in the city. 
Fear nothing— Thou (halt know before we aft, 
Thou, for whofe fake alone I aft and live ! 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

ARCAS> MELISANDBR. 

ARCAS. 

AI^D hare I found my long-loft friend again? 
My Melifander ! But fo changed your look^ 
So fickly with a kind of thoughtful fadnefs. 
So funk each feature, by feven drooping years 
Spent in that defart ifle, as baffled quite 
My wandering recollection. 

MELISANDER* 

True, dear Areas: 
For what a helplefs creature, by himfelf. 
Is the proud lord of this inferior world, 
Vsun feeble man ! The commoners of nature. 
Each wing that flits along the fpacious fky. 
Is lefs dependant than their boafting mafter. 
Hail focial life ! into thy pleafing bounds 
Ag^n I come, to pay the common ftock 
My ihare of fervice : and, in glad return^ 
To tafte thy comforts, thy protected joys. 

ARCAS* 

O greatly welcome ! you deferve them well. 

You well deferve the focial life you poliih. 

Still on my thought your ilrange delivery dwells. 

By Agamemnon left to aid the queen 

With faithful counfel, while he warred at Troy ; 

And thus by Agamemnon to be favM, 

Returning from that conqueft ! wondrous chance ! 

Or rather wondrous condudl of the gods ! 

By mortals, from their blindnefs, chance mifnam^d. 
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Mean time, inftrud me, while the king repofes. 
How was you fnatchM away ? and how, fo long. 
Could you this dreadful folitude fupport? 
I bum to know the whole. 

MELISANDER. 

'Tis thus, my friend. 
While funk in unfufpefting fleep I lay. 
Some midnight ruffians rufh'd into my chamber. 
Sent by Egifthus, who my prefence deem'd 
Obftrudive (fo I folve it) to his vieWs ; 
Black views I fear, as you perhaps may know. 
Sudden they feizM, and muffled up in darknefs^ 
Strait bore me to the fea, whofe inflant prey 
I did conclude myfelf, when firft, around 
The Ihip unmoored, I heard the chiding wave. 
But thefe fell tools of cruel power, it feems, 
Had orders in a defart ifle to leave me ; 
There hopelefs, helplefs, comfortlefs, to prove 
The utmoft gall and bitternefs of death. 
Thus malice often overlhoots itfelf. 
And fome unguarded accident betrays 
The man of blood. — Next night — a dreary night ! 
Caft on the wildeft of the Cyclad Ifles, 
Where never human foot had marked the fhore, 
Thefe ruffians left me— Yet believe me, Areas, 
Such is the rooted love we bear mankind. 
All ruffians as they were, I never heard 
A found fo difmal as their parting oars.— - 
Then horrid filence followed, broke alone 
By the low murmurs of the reftlefs deep, 
Mixt with the doubtful breeze, that now and then 
Sigh'd thro' the mournful woods. Beneath a ihade 
I fat me down, more heavily opprefs'd. 
More defolate at heart, than e'er I felt 
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Before. When Plulomela, o*er my liead^ 

Began to tune her melancholy ftrain. 

As piteous of my woes ; till, by degrees, 

Compofing deep on woimded nature fhed 

A kind but Ihoft relief. At early mom, 

Wak*d by the chaunt of birds, I looked around 

For ufual obje^s : objedbs found I none. 

Except before me ftretch*d the toiling main, 

And rocks and woods, in favage view, behind. 

Wrapt for a moment in amaz'd oonfufion. 

My thought tum*d giddy round ; when, all at once. 

To memory full my dire condition rufh'd. 

ARCAS. 

But of each comfort, each convenience void, 
How could you life fuftain i how fence agalnft 
Inclement fkies ? 

MELISANDER. 

A moiTy cave, that fac'd 
The fouthem fea, and in whofe deep recefs 
Boil'd up a cryftal fountain, was my home* 
Herbs were my food, thofe blefled (lores of health ! 
Only when winter from my daily fearch 
WiAdrew my verdant meal, I was oblig'd 
In faithlefs fnares to feize, which truly griev'd me. 
My fylvan friends; that ne^er till then had known. 
And therefore dreaded lefs the tyrant man. 

But thefe low hardfliips fcarce deferve regard : 
The pangs, that fhsfrpeft ftung, were in my mind; 
There defolation reign'd ; and there, cut off 
From focial life, I felt a conflant death. 
And yet thefe pangs at laft forgot to throb : 
What cannot lenient gentle time perform? 
I ate my lonely meal without a tear ; 
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Nor figli'd to fee the dreadful night defcend. 

In my own breaft, a world wichin myfelf. 

In ftreamsy In groves, in funny hill and (hade | 

In aU that blooms with vegetable life. 

Or joys with kindred animal fenfation ; 

In the full-peopled round of azure heaven ; 

Whene'er I, fludious, lookM, I found companions. 

But, chief, the mufes lent their foftning aid. 

At their enchanting voice my forrows fled, 

Or leam'd to pleafe; while, thro' my troubled hearty 

They breathed the foul of harmony anew. 

Thus of the great community of Nature 

A denizen I liv'd ; and oft^ in hymns. 

And rapturous thought, even with the gods convers'd^ 

That not difdain fbmetimes the walks of man. 

So pafs'd the time, when, lo ! within my call. 
Arrived the Ihip, which hope had often promised— 
The fliip ! — O it furpafs'd my fondeft dream. 
E'er to imagine the gay {hip that came I 
As on the deck I Agamemnon faw. 
All glorious with the fpoils of conquered Troy ; 
Ye gods *. what tranfport, what amazement feizM me ! 
What adoration of your wondrous ways ! 
£zprefiion (inks beneath them. 

ARCAS. 

Sweet reward 
Of manly patience! that, to fiartune fUU 
Superior, fcoms deipsur. 

MELISANDER, 

This theme^ my friend. 
Will better fuit a leifure hour; but now 
The high concerns of life demand our care* 
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I have already to tbe long imparted 
Sufpidons of Egtfthos, and remain 
In this diiguife, not to alarm Ms guilt. 
Till at more foU appesu*, and proper fteps 
To punifh liis miigovemment be taken. 
If he has ill deligns, you. Areas, you 
Muft, while yon feem'd rcgardlefs, have difirem'd them^ 
Your calm but keen infpe^on, not difturbM 
By the vain flutter of iU-tim'd diicourie, 
Muft reach the very bottom of his purpoife* 
In you the king confides, of you demands. 
As of his beft-lovM fubje^ in Mycenae, 
The truth. 

ARCAS, 

O, I have precious truths in ftore ! 
And that beft treafure will unlock before him. 
Long has my fileiit obfervation traced 
Egifthus, thro' the doubling maze of treafbn ; 
But now his ill defigns are too too plain. 
To all Mycenae plain ; and who, indeed. 
Who can have goo'd ones that corrupts a people ? 

It was, however, hard, a bitter talk ! 
To wink at pubHc viUany ; to wipe 
Each honeft paffion from my livid face. 
To bind my hands, and feal my quivering lips, 
While my heart burn'd with rage; and treafur'd up 
A ftorm of indignation—— 

* MELISANDBJl, 

< Give it way ! 

O 'tis a glorious luxury ! Opprefe'd, 
For years, beneath a load of wicked power. 
To heave it off indignant, and afiert 
The dear dear freedom of a virtuous mind^ 
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Curie on the coward cm: perfidious tooguei 

That dares not, even to kings, avow the truth ! 

Let traitors wrap them in delufive incenfe. 

On flattery flattery heap, on falfehood falfehood : 

Truth IS the living liberal breath of heaven; 

That fweeps thefe fogs away, with all their vermin. 

And, on my foul, I think that Agamemnon 

Deferves Jfome touch of blame. To put the power. 

The power of blefling or opprefling millions^ 

Of doing or great good or equal mifchief. 

Even into doubtful Jiands, is worie than carelefs* 

Ye gods, avert the miferies that hence 

On him and on his family may fall I 

But, fee, the king. 



S C E N E 11. 
AGAMEMNON, MELISANDER> ARCAS. - 

AGAMEMNON. • 

Nayj Areas to my bofom, [Areas, kneeling. 
Come, let me proudly take a faithful heart! 

ARCAS, 

Thrice welcome. Sir, to Argos and Mycenae i 
To virtue welcome I 

AGAMEMNON. 

•In my own dominions 
I am a flranger. Areas. Ten full years. 
Or even one day, is abfence for a king^ 
Without fome mighty reafon, much too lomg.. 
For me a jufl and memorable war, 
Whofe actions future times perhaps may flng» 
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My own, my brother's, and my people's honbnr, 

Witli that of common Greece, muft plead my pardon. 

Now fliall my cares attend the works of peace : 

Calm deeds that glare not on the vulgar eye; 

And yet it equal courage oft demands. 

To quell injuftice, riot, factious rage. 

Dark-working blind cabal and bold diforder. 

As to confront the rigid face of war. 

Then tell me, Areas, for, till felf-inform'd, 

I mean to fee with your difcerning eyes. 

And fure I am they never will miflead me, 

Have I much fubjedt for this peaceful courage ? 

This fortitude of ftate ? 

ARCAS* 

Too much, my lord. 
Would to the gods, our virtues, here at home. 
Could anfwer your heroic deeds abroad ! 
You, doubtlefs, from the rugged fchool pf war, 
Have brought found manly hearts, and generous ipirits : 
While we, alas ! we rot in weedy peace. 
In flothful riot, luxury, profufion. 
And every meannefs to repair that wafte 
I fee the noble blood, indignant, mount. 
At this relation, to my fovereign's cheek : 
But as affairs now prefs, I were a traitor. 
If with a fparing tongue I fpoke the truth. 

AGAMEMNON. 

Immortal gods ! have I, thefe ten long years, 
Suftain'd a war at Troy ; fill'd every day 
With cares inceflant, councils, dangers, toils. 
To cherifii villains in licentious eafe ? 
Have I thus fquander'd vile, on Phrygian plains. 
Vol. III. E 
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The hraveft blood of Greece to fiielter (iich ; 
And to afiert their honour who have none i 
But what can this perfidious^ this Egifthus^ 
What can he, fay, by fuch loofe rule propofe? 
Is it his native bent ? or does he pufh 
Some dark defign, by thefe detefted means ? 

ARCAS. 

There is no vice a ftranger to his hearty 
Conceal'd beneath refin'd diiEmulation ; 
DifCmulation, that on you yourfelf 
Imposed. Meantime, Sir^ his outrageous views 
Invade the throne of Argos and Mycenx. 

AGAMEMNON. 

Said you the throne of Argos and Mycens i 

Already have I loft my nobleft throne. 

If he has robbed me of my people's virtue ; 

'Tis but vain pomp, a tyrant's toy, the other. 

And dares he bear a giddy look fo high. 

As to my throne? The villain ! fure he dares not I 

ARCAS. 

Nay, more, my lord— He fcales the dazzling height^ 
And almoft gra^s with impious hands your fceptre.^ 

AGAMEMNON. 

To touch it is perdition !— What ! Egifthus ! 
Egillhus feize my throne I 

ARCAS. 

So means the traitor. 

AGAMEMNON. 

That creature of my power ! that infed ! rais'd 
By the warm beams of my miftaken bounty! 
Whom, when my father's vengeance raz'd his race. 
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I fav'd, trained up, with favours, honours heap'd ; 
And truHed in his hands at laft a jewel. 
Too precious for the faithlefs heart of man— 

grofs grofs blindnefs !— Half my kingly power ! 
Ay, there breaks out his father's treacherous blood ! 

There, there, too late, I find the bafe Thyeftes I 

Forgive me, Atreus ! Oh my royal father ! 

Forgive my trufling thus the feed of him. 

Of an abhorr'd, an execrable brother. 

Who even profan'd thy bed— -But, ere yon orb 

Shall from the purpled ocean rife again, 

Oh injured Atreus ! by thy facred fhade 

1 fwear, to make for this a full atonement. 
Is then this people. Areas, grown fo vile, 

So very vile, that he dares entertain 
The fmalleft hope to rival me in empire ? 
I like not vaunting — But, ungrateful people ! 
Can you prefer a namelefs thing to me ? 
Am I not rough with fears on your account ? 
And for the careful love I always bore you. 
Your father nam'd ? And yet prefer to me. 
One who ne'er faw the glorious front of war. 
For nothing famous but corrupting peace. 
And whofe fole merit was my ill-judg*d favour ? 
Can you ?— Away !^Diflionour ftalns the thought ! 
How ifaould this be i 

ARCAS< 

Not many. Sir, Hand fix'd 
On the deep principles of reafon'd virtue. 
Whom time nor fteals, nor paffion bears away. 
Mankind, in general, float along the ftream 
Of cuftom, good or bad; and oft the mind 
To that familiar grows, by gradual ufe 
And ftill encroaching vice, whofe firil regard 
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Gave horror. Hence ten loofely-gavem'd years 

Have wrought fuch ftrange events, that you no more 

Behold your ancient Argos and Mycenx. 

Thefe cities now with flaves and villains iV7arm. 

At firft, Egifthus, popular and fair, 

All fmiles and foftnefs, as if each man's friend. 

By hidden ways proceeded, mining virtue : 

He pride, he pomp, he luxury diffused ; 

He taught them wants, beyond their private means : 

And flxait, in bounty's pleafing chains involved. 

They grew his flaves^ Who cannot live on little. 

Or as his various fortunes fhall permit. 

Stands in the market ready to be fold. 

AOAMEMNOK. 

O damn'd detefted traffic ! — But proceed. 

ARCAS. 

While the luxurious fever thus increas'd. 
Still, in proportion as it gathered rage. 
He lent it fewel : and, more bold, difclos'd 
His noon-day treafon. Murmurs went about. 
And fpread at laft into the common talk. 
That you was proud, fevere, beneath the notion 
Of holding firm the helm of ftate, a tyrant ; 
That in vain wars, which nought imported them. 
You fpent their treafure, Ihed their noblefl: blood ; 
And that, Troy conquered once, to her rich plains 
You meant from Argos to tranfplant your empire. 
Mean time, in private, all, whom wild debauch 
Has fet adrift from every human tie ; 
Whoin riot, want, and confcious guilt inflame. 
Holding the gods and virtue in contempt, 
Amidil their bowls j fuch are his bpfom-friends : 
• And join'd to them, a meaner ruffian band, 
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Of villdns bold in crime^t whofe tr^e is murder, 
Hang in black clouds around him ; whence, I fear, 
A fudden tempeft is prepared to burft* 

This, Sir, from duty and a faithful. zeal, 
I plain unfold : nor on my word, alone. 
Believe th^fc accufations j clear as day, 
I for them will produce the ftrongeft proof. 

AGAMEMNON. 

I thank thee, Areas, Truth, tho^ fometimes clad 

In painful luftre, yet is always welcome, 

Dear as the light that fhews the lurking rock : / 

'Tis the fair ftar that, ne'er into the main 

Defcending, leads us fafe thro* ftormy life— — 

Gods ! how it tears me from each calmer thought ! 

To think this traitor, that this double traitor. 

This traitor to myfelf ^d to my people, 

Shpvild by fuch fneaking, fuch u^imanly ways, 

Thus filch away my crowji !— — 

Why ftand I chafing here ? One timely deed 

Is worth te;i fjipufand words— Come then, jny friends, 

Come and behold me feize amidfl his guards, 

His coward guards— Guilt ever was a coward — 

This rival-king, and with him crown my triumph. 

Till then Troy fmokes in vain, and Agamemnon 

Cannot be faid to conc^uer. 

MELISANDER. 

Sir, beware ■■ 

AGAMEMNON. 

Of what beware ? Where am I, Melifander ? 
Am I not in Mycenae ? in my palace ? 
Are not thefc crowds, that ftream along the ftreets. 
My fubjedts all? Of what fliould I beware? 
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Not feize a traitor in my own dominions ! 
Yes, I will feize him, Melifander,— will ! 

MELISANDER, 
What grace to kings fuch generous ardor gives! 
But tho* brave deeds be warm at firft conceiv*df 
Let the beft purpofe cool, nor mifs your blow. 
More firm and fure the hand of courage ftrikes. 
When it obeys the watchful eye of caution. 
You hear from Areas, Sir, what ruffian bands. 
What fecret deaths, what daggers lurk around him ; 
Be cautious then; for virtue's, glory's fake! 
And, when you ftrike, ftrike home. 

AGAMEMNON. 

O for thofe Greeks ! 
That this rude day are toffing on the feas ^ 
Thofe hardy Greeks, whom ten years wfeu* has fteePd if 
With toils, with dangers, and with death familiar : 
Then fhould you fee what chaff before the wind 
Are thefe weak fons of foft enfeebling peace, 
Thefe wretches, only bold where unreftfted* 

MELISANDER, 

But fince, my lord, you cannot now exert 
This nobler force, let prudence take its place* 
Have patience only, till you fafely can. 
And furely, feize him. 

AGAMEMNON. 

WeU, till then I wiU. 
And, tho' not made of patient mold, in this 
I will have patience, will, fome tedious hours, 
Reprefs my vengeance [P^^'^i* 

Yes, I like the thought- 
He may be feiz'd this evening at the banquet, 
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Be there (urprizM with eafe— *and fhall !— 
For> by th' eternal gods that rule mankind ! 
The deep of death alone fhall feal thefe eyes. 
While fuch a wretch holds power in my dominions. 

Oh Clytemneflra ! to the public, now. 
Succeeds the private pang,— At thought of thee» 
New rage, new vengeance (hake my inmoft foul ! 
Was my belov'd, my queen, my Clytemneflra^ 
So long abandon^ in a villain's power. 
Who knows, it feems, no limits, owns no laws, 
Save thofe one vice impofes on another ? 
And now the fecrct caufe, I fear, is plain. 
Of that unufual damp, that ftrange dejection. 
Which clouded her at meeting. Still the more 
I pour*d my fondnefs, fliU the more diflrefs'd 
She feem'd; and, turning from my tender gaze, 
The copious fhower flole down her troubled cheek; 
As if fhe pity'd thofe my blind endearments. 
And in her breaft fome horrid fecret fwell'd— 
Should it be fo — Confufion !— Can I floop 
Even to fuppofe it! — How from flight miftakes 
Great evils fpring ! But the moft fruitful fource 
Of every evil — O that I, in thunder. 
Could found it o*er the liilning earth to kings-^ 
Is delegating power to wicked hands* 

M£LISAND£R. 

My lord, let no fufpicions of the queen 
E'er taint your bofom : if I judge aright——' 

AGAMEMNON. 

No, Melifander, no ; I am not jealous ; 
In me that padion and contempt were one ; 
No, 'tis her fituation gives me horror. 
Her dreadful fxtuation !— But of tlus 
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Enough. Then tell me. Areas, tell me truly ; 

Are there a few, fay, do there yet remain 
A faithful few ! to fave the finking ftate ? 
Can you, ere night, colledf: an honeft band, 
A band of fuch as worthy are to refcue 
Their king and country from impending fate ? 
Ah ! little thought I, that amidft my fubje(fts, 
Embofom'd fweet in peace, I, like a tyrant. 
Should e'er have needed guards. 

ARCAS. 

Yes, Sir, I know 
A band of generous youths, whom native virtue, 
Unbroken yet by avarice or profufion, 
Fits for our purpofe: Thefe I can colle(a — 

AGAMEMNON. 
About it quickly, Areas ; lofe no time : 
Go, bring me to the banquet thofe brave youths : 
I long for their acquaintance. Till that hour, 
Domeftic cares and joys demand my prefence : 
The father's heart now bears me to my children, 
Farewel ! Mj all depends upon your condu^. 
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A C T IV. S C E N E L 

AGAMEMNON^ MELISANDER. 

AGAMEMNON. 

T^OMESTIC pleafuresfpread their charms In vain— 
•*^ O for the hour of vengeance ! I, till then> 
But ftalk about) the fhadow of a king. 
Heard you from Areas aught ? 

MELISANDER. 

Be patient. Sir. 
As yet the time permits not his return. 
Areas Is zealous, ardent in your fervice. 
And will not fail his duty. 

Enter an officer belonging U the Court. 

OFFICER. 

Sir, Cafiandra 
Is juft arriv-d. 

AGAMEMNON. 

Condu<5l the princefs hither. 
This Priam's faireft daughter, Melifander, 
Is a young princefs of engaging beauty, 
Raised by diftrefs, of noble fenfe and fpirit ; 
But, by poetic vifions led aflxay, 
She dreamt Apollo lov'd her, and the gift 
Of prophecy beftow'd, to gain her promiie : 
The gift once her*s, the chaftely-faithlefs maid 
Deceived the god ; who therefore, in revenge. 
Since he could not recal it, made it ufelefs. 
For ever doomed to meet with difregard. 
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E*er-fince the lovely vifionary raves 
With dignity ; foretels the fate of nations j 
Andy judging of the future from the paft. 
Has oft been wondrous happy in her guefles. 
Some ftrange, fome recent inflances of this. 
Confirm her in her venerable madnefs, 

MELISANDER* 

Be not too rafli in judging, Agamemnon ; 
For we, blind mortals, but a little know 
Of boundlefs Nature — Hark ! the princefs comes ; 
I hear her voice, I hear the voice of forrow. 



SCENE IL 

AGAMEMKOK, MELISANDER, CASSANDRA| 

attended by Trojan Captives. 

CASSANDRA entering. 

holtile roofs ! O Ilium 1 O my country ! 

AGAMEMNON, 

1 cannot blame your grief, unhappy princefS) 
But, if it can relieve you, here be fure 

Of an afylum, fafe as Priam's palace. 

CASSANDRA, 

O fweet abode I O palace of my fathers ! 

My bleeding heart melts while I think of thee ; 

Think of the days of iniiocence and joy, 

That fhone upon me there. How chang'd art thou ! 

Ah ! what a fcene, when I beheld thee laft ! 

Rage, blood, and flames, andfhrieks of murder round me I 

The fword of Pyrrhus, and a feeble father ! 

Where was your Hedtor then? Where all his fons ? 
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Priam^s numerous race ! ^hat are you now 
Become ? Ah me» the defolattng gods 

Have laid their hands, their iron hands, upon us. 

AGAMEMNON^ 

From pad misfortunes, princes, turn your eye— 

CASSANDRA* 

'Tis true, the future may full well fuffice. 
Th* avenging fifters trace my footfteps ftill. 
The hunters ftill purfue the trembling doe. 
Where am I?— Gods ! — Black heavy drops of blood 
Run down the guilty walls-^-With the dun (hades 
Of night afccnding, lo ! fucceffive troops 
Of Trojan ghofts are flocking to the banquet : 
Permitted by th* infernal gods, they come. 
To feaft them with the horrors of this night. 
To fnuff the blood of vidims— Ha ! the car, 
The gay triumphal car, is tum*d, at once. 
Into a mournful bier, that nods along. 
Solemn^ and flow — ^Yes, Troy fliall be aveng'd : 

1 fliall the vengeance fee ; and yet not fee 
Thy light, returning Phoebus. 

AGAM£MNON. 

Fair Caflandra, 
Indulge no more thefe melancholy views,. 
Thefe vifions formed by gloomy-minded grief. 
We will each art, each tender art employ. 
To footh your forrows, to reftore your peace. 
You come not to the proud unfeeling race 
Of yefterday : we know the turns of fortune ; 
Have drunk the cup, the wholefome cup of fufferings, 
That not inflames but moderates the mind. 
Then fear not, princefs ; let me call you daughter ! 
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Your treatment ihall be fuch as weU becomes 

The dignity of woe, becomes the g^eat. 

The fair unhappy. Nought fhall touch your honour. 

I know, I feel your beauty : but here dwell 

The gods of hofpitality and faith ; 

The hymeneal powers are honoured here. 

Yes, I will fhield thee, equal with Eledra, 

With my lov'd daughter in thy fricndfliip bleft. 

CASSANDRA. 

In fpite of fwelling tears that choak the way. 
Of bitter tears by big remembrance fhed, 
I own thy goodnefs, thank thee, Agamemnon. 
Mean time, in vain are all thy generous cares. 
On my account. The gods of death will, foon. 
Extend o'er m? their all-proteding wing, 
I fhall not long, I fliall not want proteftion ; 
But, who, devoted prince, will give it thee ? 
Even while we talk the fecret wheels are turning. 
That lift the vile, and lay the mighty low. 
I pity thee, the houfe of Pelops pity : 
Forgive me, Troy : I pity thy deftroyers, 

Enter an officer. 

OFFICER. 

A meffenger from Areas, Sir—- 

AGAMEMNON. 

. 'TisweU. 
To my apartment lead him— you mean- while 

[To Melifander. 
Attend the princefs ; grace her with fuch hoixours. 
As fuits her to receive, and me to give. 
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SCENE III. 
CASSANDRA, CHORUS of Trojan CaptiveSt 

MELISANDER. 

MELISANDER. 

Fair prmcefs, flop thefe tears. Exert that beft. 
That nobleft virtue, which can mafter fortune. 
An equal mind. 

CASSANDRA. 

Not for myfelf I weep ! — • 
But, oh my dear companions ! How for you 
My bofom yearns ! 

CHORUS. 

We have together liv*d ! 
Together let us die ! 

CASSANDRA. 

Together livM ! 
At this ten thoufand images awake ; 
Ten thoufand little tendemeffes throb. 

CHORUS. 

O days of youth! O carelefs days! Untaught 
To weep, if love fhed not the pleafing tear. 

CASSANDRA. 

O woods ! O fountains ! O delightful meads ! 
That lent us flowers, the prime of blooming May, 
To deck our treffes. 

CHORUS. 

O the yellow banks 
Of fair Scamander ! in whofe filver ftream 
We us'd to bathe, beneath the fecret fhade. 
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CASSANDRA. 

O chearftd Ida's airy fummits ! where 
The gods delight to dwell. 

CHORUS, 

O fdent Troy ! 
Whofe flxeets have often echoed with our (bng. 

CASSANDRA. 

O the loft labours of a ruin'd people 1 

country ! freedom ! friends ! relations ! AD, 
That gives or tafte or dignity to life, 

All, all is gone, beyond recovery goi^e ! 

CHORUS. 
Then let us die! 

CASSANDRA* 

For me, the hunted hart 
More fervent pants not for the cooling ftream. 
Than I to wrap me In the quiet (hades 
Of death. But ah ! my helplefs friends, for you 

1 feel its keeneft anguiih. 

CHORUS. 

Not for us. 
Feel not for us. What comfort have we left ? 
What hope, what wifh in life ?— One healing pang. 
And then we weep no more. 

CASSANDRA. 

Refrefhing thought i 
And then from bondage, pain, from every ill. 
For ever free, we meet our friends again; 
Our parents, brothers, fifters, lovers meet. 

CHORUS. 

Then let us die ! and fudden be the blow ! 
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^ CASSANDRA. 

The gods affent.— Behold the happy fliore I 
But, ah ! there lies a ftormy fea betwixt ! 

MSLISANDER. 
So fings the plaining nightingale her woes. 

CASSANDRA. 

Ah, far unlike the nightingale ! — She ilngs, 
Unceaflng, thro* the balmy nights of May ; 
She fing$ from love and joy, while we, alas !^ 

MELISANDER. 

Behold the queen. — Deep-wrapt in thought fhe fcems— - 

CASSANDRA. 

O direful mufings ! — Lead us from her prefence. 

SCENE IV. 

CLVTEMNESTRA. 

Sweet peace of mind ! whence pleafure borrows taftc, 
Daughter of virtue ! whither art thou fled ? 
To what calm cottage, to what blamelefs ihade. 
Far from thefe -guilty walls? O walls ! O race ! 
To horrors doom'd !— Before me gathers faft 
A deepning gloom, with unknown terrors big.— 
Not quite unknown. — Gods ! what a dreadful hint 
Flalh'd from Egifthus, when I faw him laft ! 
And to what defperate anions cannot fafety. 
Ambition, love, and vengeance drive the foul !— 
Diftra6tion lies that way—yet, how efcape ? 
Shame urges on behind, unpitying fhame. 
That worft of furies, whofe feU afpeA frights 
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Each tender feeling from the human breafL 
Goodnefs itfelf even turns in me to gall^ 
And only ferves to heighten my defpair. 
How kind was Agamemnon ! generous ! fond ! 
How more than ufual mild ! As if, on purpofe> 
To give thefe tortures their fevereft fting. 
Happy ! compared to this tormented ftate, 
Where honour only lives with inward lalh, 
To punilh guilt, happy the hardenM wretch. 
Who feels no confcience, and who fears no crime !— 
Oh horrid ! horrid ! Oh flagitious thought ! 
How is it with the mind that can endure 
A thought fo dire I — My fole remaining hope 
Is death, kind death, that amiable fleep 
Which wakes no more, — at leaft to mortal care- 
But then the dark Hereafter that may come.-— > 
There is no anchor that againft this ftorm. 
This mighty fea of doubts and fears, can hold. 
Hopelefs, I drive. — One thought deftroys another.— 
This ftranger too ! — Should it be Melifander— 
Is there a fear, however idle, wild. 
And even almoft impof&ble, which guilt. 
The feeble-hearted guilt not entertains ? — ^— 
I order'd his attendance. — See, he comes. 



SCENE V. 

ff 

CLYTEMNEStRA, MELISANDER. 
CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Stranger, are you not he, whom Agamemnon^ 
By an amazing chance, in his return, 
Sav'd from a defart ifle ? 
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MELISANDER. 

Madam, tlie fame. 

CLVTEMNESTRA4 
t much admire ybur fortunate deliverance. 
And wifli to hear your ftory : why there left. 
And bow fuftain'd. Indulge me with it, firangei'* 

MELISANDER. 

Madam, I come this moment from the king, 
Charged with a matter which requires difpatch : 
But, that tranfaded once, without delay, 
I will altteiid your ordcfrs, 

. CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Then, it feems. 
You are not quite a ftranger in^Mycenae. 
What is your country ? 

MELISANDER. 
Greece. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

What part of Greece ? 

MELISANDER. 

At Athcli'9 1 was bom. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

But in Mycenae, 
Have you not in Mycenae been before ? 

MELISANDEk. 

There are not. Madam, many parts of Greece 
To me unknown. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Why thus avoid my queftion ?— 
Have you been here before ? 
Vol. III. F 
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MELISANDER. 

Madam, I have. 

CLYTEMNESTRA* 

Here In this palace ? — Ha ! why ftand you fiicat i 
You keep your eyes uumov'd upon the ground*. 
What ihould this mean ? Beneath that rough difguift 
There lurks, methinks, a form, which fomewhere I 
Have feen. 

MELISANDER. 

The dream of fancy, that, the mor^ 
It is indulged, perplexes ftill the more. 
I tarry here too long ; the king's commands 
Admit of no delay. 

CLYTEMUBSTRA. 

'Tis fo! 'tisfo! 
Air, features, manner, voice, this ftudy'd hafte, 
The fliifts of one unpraAis*d in deceit. 
All, all confpire-**Qa6 imagt wakes another^ 
And thick they flaOi upon me ! 

MELISAN'aSK.. 

Yott grow paJ^t 
You tremble. Madam i that miftake, I find. 
Concerning me turns wilder and difturbs you. 
Let me retire—— 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 
A moment— ftay 

MELISANDER. 

io/xrain, 
I find it is in vaiato wrapssA longer 
In thefc evafions. 



CLYTIMNESTRA. 
Mefifafi^er I 

MELISA]^DER; 
Madam 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

And can it be i Behold I then the man. 

Whom I fo long have numbered with the. dead ? 

Almighty gods ! Behold I Melifander? 

But, ah ! how changM ! hoi^ darkened with fufpicion I 

Yesy I am deem*d the atithor of hh woes. 

MELISANDER. 
Madam, forgive—— 

CLYTEMMlStRA. 

I 

Why eHe from me conceal 
Your wifli'd return— I plainly am diflrufted— 
By Agamemnon too— It was unkind^ 
Unjuft, unfriendly, fhocks me, Melifander* 

MELISA1^D£R4 
Indeed you wrong me. Madam, wrong me much. 
To judge me apt or to conceive or ipread 
Diftruft. I wotdd have perffii'd by myfelf. 
Unknown, miwept, ia helplefs Ibiitude, 
Rather than here return to this full world. 
To fet my miftrefs and her lord at variance. 
O think me not a bufy peace-deftroyer ! 
Accuried is the wretch^ to fbcial life 
The moft inhuman foe, v^ho in the nice. 
The tender feenes of life, dares raihly iVieddlei 
And fow div^on between friends and lovers* 

CLYTEMNES'TRA, 
The generous heaxt is ever flow to blame. 
But, Melifander, not to me were o^^g, 

F 2 
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Not in the lead to me, .thofe cruel woes. 

This worfe than death, which you fo long have fuflFerM* 

Inftead of that, your fate, how, whither gone. 

If carry'd off, or feCretly deftroy'd. 

Was all a mournful myftery to me, 

Dark as the night on which you difappear*d. 

Did you but know, here in my fecret foul. 

What undiffembled pangs your abfence rouz'd, 

What I have felt for you, and for myfelf ; 

In lofing fuch a wife and faithful friend ; 

Knew you but thefe, O knew you, Melifandcr, 

How your difafter has been truly mine. 

You never could fufpedl me. 

MELISANDER. 

Witnefe Heaven ! 
I never did— Your heart 1 know Sifdains 
A thought that looks like cruelty or fraud. 
From the firft moment that his ruffians feiz^d me, 
I had no doubt, I knew it was Egiflhus. 
Some time before I mark'd the riling dorm. 
And meant to warn you, but it fudden burft, 
And bore me far away, far from all means. 
Even from all hope of lending you afliftance. 
Ay ! there I fufferM moft. My fears for you. 
At once by guile and violence befet. 
Took off the point of my own proper woes* 
But when your awfiil virtues ftruck my thought. 
Your wifdom, fpirit, refolution, truth ; 
That dread effulgence of the fpotlefs foul. 
Which fmites the hardefl villain into fhame; 
My fears appear'd impertinent and vain. 
Yet, doubtlefs. Madam, you have had occafloa 
For a firm ruling hand and watchful eye. 
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For every virtue j and I truly joy, 
That Agamemnon finds at his return 
Egifthus by your conduft thus reftrain'd. 

CLYTEMNESTRA, 

By Heavens ! he tries me. — O fufpicious guilt ! 

Your words are friendly, but your deeds are doubtful. 

No, Melifander, friendfhip with diftruft 

Can never dwell. And that I am diftrufted 

To me is certain — In a matter too, 

That much concerned my peace, concerned my honour. 

For did you even afcribe your woes to me. 

You could not manage with more diftant caution. 

MELISANDER. 

Whence is it that the noble Clytemncftra, 

Who us'd to fliine in a fuperior fphere 

Of fair ferenity and candid peace, 

Should to thefe doubts defcend, thefe dark fufpicions? 

For me, I here atteft the gods, my foul 

Ne*er knew a thought, that fwell'd not with efteem^ 

With love, and veneration of your virtues. 

And for the king, no young enraptured lover, 

In all the firft effufions of his foul. 

New to the mighty charm ; no friend, who meets, 

After long years of dark and filent abfence. 

His happy friend again, feels livelier joy. 

Than Agamemnon feels, while his glad tongue 

Runs out in endlefs praife of Clytemneftra-^ 

But I n^uft wait his orders.— 

ClfYTEMNESTRA. 

Do your duty. 
I too muft go, muft to EgKlhus ftrait [Jfide* 

Impart this drea4ful news. 
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SCENE VL 

MELISANDER alone. 

She went abruptly— 
And ^s we talk'd, methought) ftrange paifions fHook 
Her inward fram^y and darkened every feature. 
Behold the black, the guilt-concealing night, 
Faft clofes round. Wide, thro' this ample palace, 
Theiamps begin to fbine. The temped falls ; 
The weary winds iink, breathlefs. But, who knoi^ir^ 
What fiercer temped yet may (hake this night. 
Soul-chearing Phoebus, with thy facred beams 
O quickly come, and chafe thefe fullen fhadows. 
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ACTV. SCENE I. 

CLYTEMNESTRA^ EGISTHUS, 

EGISTHUS. 

A H Clytemneiira ! what a change is here ! 
^^ And mufl I then thus fteal an interview ? 
Are we alone ? 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

You fright me with that quellion : 
You look aftonilh'd. 

EGISTHUS, 

On the brink of ruin 
We> totteriiigy ftand. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

That is no news to me. 

EGISTHUS. 

But— ^ 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 
What ? 

EGISTHUS. 
We are difcover*d. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Ha ! difcover'd ! 

EGISTHUS. 

Yes, certainly difcover'd. Areas now, 
B7 Agamemnon's orders, in the city 

r4 
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Collets a band, to feize me at the banquet, 

A fliort hour hence. And my accufers, Madam^ 

You may be well affur'd are not your friends. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

*Tis plain !''tis plain ! — The parting fogs difperfe; 
And now the doubtful fcene ftands all feveal'd— 
Who could have thought they fhould diffemble thus f 
But I can tell you more. 

EGISTHUS. 

What, Madam? Ipeak; 
For danger preffes on us. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Saw you him. 
This feeming ftranger, fav'd by Agamemnon ? 

EGISTHUS. 

Areas and he to-day, my friends inform me. 
Were bufy with the king ; and doubtlefs, then. 
It was concerted that I fhould be feiz'd. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 
Ah ! did you know, Egifthus, who he is !— — • 

EGISTHUS, 

Who? 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 
Melifander. 

EGISTHUS. 

Gods ! and does he live ? 
For my confufion fav'd ! O grofs, grofs folly ! 
To do an aAion of that kind by halves. 
Had he been filent duft— To pleafe you. Madam. 
From a falfe tendemcfs for you, he lives— 7 
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CLYTEMNESTRA. 

A mighty merit ! glorious boaft indeed ! 
Hear him, ye gracious gentle powers of love ! 
From tendemefs for me, he did not murder 
A worthy blamelefs man, who never hurt him ; 
He murder'd not my friend, my faithful friend. 
Ah ! 'tis fuch tendemefs, that makes me wretched ; 
Such tendemefs, that ftill in blacker guilt. 
In the laft depth of mifery will plunge me. 

EGISTMUS. 

It is not. Madam, now a time for this. 

Think of our fituation : clofe befet 

JSy all thofe ills which mortals mod abhor. 

Whom have we to confide in but each other ? 

And this fad meeting is perhaps our laft. 

Concord alone, and vigorous meafures, can 

Prevent our ruin — But from Melifand&r, 

What did you learn ? Are you yourfelf fuipedcd ?. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 
I cannot find I am :— -And yet I muft. 

^GISTHUS. 
But as for m?> my ruin is no fecret^ 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

i 

'Tis true, fome dark attempt goes on againft you. 

EGISTHUS. 

Then have I rightly done. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

What have you done ? 



1 
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£GISTHUS. 

Wliat prudencct juBdcc, love, and vengeancey all 

Demand— 

1. ' ■ ■ 

CLYTIMNESTI^A. 
Immortal Powers ! you have not ?— 

EGISTHUS, 

No: 
But muft, and will— What clfe can you propofe ? 

CLYT£MN£STRA. 

Oh, a^iy thing befides ! immediate flight. 
Eternal abfence, death ! — — 

£GISTHUS^ 

Let others die ! 
Let the proud, faithlefs, falfe, injurious tyrant; 
The hero glorious in his daughter's murder ; 
The fcourge of Greece, who has, from wild ambidoui 
Shed fo much blood— let Agamemnon die ! 

CI-YTEMIfESTRA. 

Oh heavens and earth ! you fhock me to diftradloa } 

I have, Egiilhus, hitherto avoided 
This dreadful point, ftill hoping you might drop 
Your horrid refolution : now I tell you. 
Before the liflening gods, I plainly teU you. 
That Agamemnon fliall not fall unwam'd : 
You fhall not rife' by me into his throne ; 
I will not be the tool of your ambition ; 
Will not be wretched, infamous for ever. 
The blufh of women, the difgrace of nature ! 
That you may gain your execrable views, 
Mafk'd under finooth pretences. — I am guilty j 
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Alas, I axtt*— Bnt diink pot, th«rc&»re, tTrant ! 
To girt mc law. There are degrees in guilt 5 
And I have ftill my reafon left, have left 
Some i*ef0lutipO| fome remains of virtue : 
Yes, I dare 4ie ; ai^d who dares die, Egiflhus, 
Needs not be driyen t« villanous extremes ! 
Mark me, inf^lting man ! -^My certain cure 
Of every lyoe, my cordial draught is ready ; 
And if you dp not promife me, here iwear 
To drop yoiir fell defigns on Agamemnon, 
To quit this palace — ^You may ftill efcape— 
And never fee fnfi more; I go, I go^ 
This moment to difcover all and die I 

EGISTHUS. 
What ! Clytemneftra ! 

CI-YTJBMNJgSTRA, 

Nothing ihall diflu^de mo* 
I will not argue more — Say, only fay, 
Muft I betake me to this cruel refuge i 
This dire necefEty ? 

EGISTHUS^ 

Permit me, Madam | 
Hear me but once, and then purfue your purpofc. 

Suppofe us guilty, what you will ; — yet, Madamt 
Shall we acknowledge and proclaim that guilt ? 
Shall we, by patient waiting for our doom. 
By pitiful negledt of felf-defence, 
Unheard-of meannefs I ftamp it into fhame? 
No ; let us wipe it out with bold fbccefs. 
It is fuccefs that colours ^1 in life : 
Succefs makes fools admir'd, makes villains honeft; 
All the proud virtue of this vaunting world 
Fawns on fuccefs, and power, howe*er acquired. 
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If then, fuppofing guilt, it were a meannefs 
To ftoop to fliamey can words cxprefs the madnefi 
Of flopping fhort, with infamy, and ruin, 
When juftice, love and vengeance urge to glory ? 
Indead of being deem'd a generous queen, 
The brave avenger of her fex's honour, 
Fam'd for her fpirit, for her juft refentment ; 
Who greatly punifh'd a perfidious hufband, 
A cruel tyrant ; one, who from his bed. 
His throne, proposed, with open fhame, to turn her, 
And'to her place to take his country's foe, 
To take a Trojan captive, proud CaiTandra : 
Inftead of fuch renown, can Cly temneftra— - 
Forgive the doubt — Can fhe fubmit to pafs. 
Thro* future times, for an abandon^ woman ? 
A feeble, fpiritlefs, abandon'd woman ! — 
Nay, Madam, hear the truth, what now I tell you 
Muft, in a little fcanty hour, take place ; 
In a few moments, you muft be the firft 
Or laft of women 5 be the public fcorn, 
Or admiration of approving Greece — 
You know you muft — be Agamemnon's (lave, 
Caflandra's flave, or nobly punilh both. 
And reign with me in happinefs and glory. 

Confult your heart ; can you refolve on ihame f 
On voluntary fhame ? That only ill 
The generous fear, which kills the foul itfelf. 
Were th6fe fair features, full of lovely grandeur, 
Form'd for confufion ? That majeftic front. 
To be bow'd down with infamy and vilenefs ? 
Ah ! can you bear contempt ? The venom'd tongue 
Of thofe whom ruin pleafes ? The keen fneer, 
The lewd reproaches of the rafcal herd; 
Who, for the felf-fame a(^ions, if fuccefsful, 



AGAMEMNON. 77 

Would be as grofsly laviih In your praife ?— 

To fum up all in one— Can you fupport 

The fcomful glances, the malignant joy, 

Or more detefted pity of a rival ? 

Of a triumphant rival ?— No ; you cannot. ^ 

That confcious worth, which kindles in your eye, 

Tells me you cannot. — 

But in vain disputes 
No more to fquander thefe important moments : 
Know, that I havje not, to the frail decifion 
Of wav'ring fear and female weaknefs, left 
Our freedom, fafety, happinefs and honour. 
Even in your own defpite you fhall be fav'd. 
And could you be fo loft to reafon, wild. 
To do what woman never did before, 
What fhocks humanity, accufe yourfelf ; 
You only court diihonour to no purpofe : 
For Agamemnon now cannot efcape ; 
I am already mafter of this palace ; 
All is prepared, my people all are Bx'd, 
All properly difpos'd ; and here I (wear, 
By facred juftice, glory, love, and vengeance ! 
He dies !— dies in the bath, before the banquet!— 
And with him dies Caflandra, fhe, who dares. 
In her prefumptuous thought, ufurp thy honours. 
She weeps !— O my adored ! my Clytemne&ra ! 
Forgive this barbarous neceffary truth ! 
Did I not love thee, love thee more than empire. 
Than life and glory, would I thus difclofe 
Thefe dangerous fecrets ? Could I not have yeil'd. 
And, with more certain caution, gain'd my purpofe i 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Oh, that you had, Egifthus I then, alas ! 

I ihould have fondly thought myfelf lefs guilty. 
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BOISTHUS. 

I lofe myfelf in foftnefs, while the time, 
With danger big,, demands intrepid deeds. 
Wipe off thefe tears— When next we meet again, 
AU wiU be weU. 
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ClrYTEMNESTRA* 

Ah ! when we meet again !— 
I ftaiid, at !af{, convinced, and mud diflemble— 
Yet how diffemble ? Painted, in my face. 
Are the full horrors of this bloody dcedL"-^^ 

But who arc thefe approaching ?— Ha ! — Caffandra! 
How fair (he feems ! how lovely I hateful charms ! 
That well may rival mine, decayed, and funk 
By guilt and forrow— She poffefs my bed ! 
Poffefs my fceptre !— ThiiS reftores my fpirit ;■ 
I am abus'd! too patient ! — Perifh all f 
Pefiih myfelf, Egifthus, Agamenmon ! 
So this proud rival, this Caflandra perifh t 



SCENE HI. 

CASSANDRA^ TfOJan iOpihny MSIrlSANSEKir 

MELISANDER. 

Daughters of Ilium ! By the king's command, 

t come to afk your prefence at the. banquet. 

Till then allow m© to partake your woes : 

I have a reverence for them. I myfelf. 

Thanks to the gracious gods I have kaowa misfoitiuief 
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I am with grief acquadated ; therefore caa 
For others fcrf. Sweet foierce of every yirtuei 
O facre4 Sorrow I Hl^ who knows not thee» 
Knbws not the beft ^notions ef the hearty 
Thofe tender tears that humanize the fottl» 
The figh that charms^ the pang that gives delight ; 
He dwells too near to cruelty and pride^ 
And is a novice in the fchool of virtue* 

CASSANDRA^ 
We thank thee, ftranger, for thy generous pity. 
Heaven has, it ieems, throughout diflEus'd the good. 
May the kind gocb, the hofpitable powers. 
For this befriend thee ! Thou muft wander ftiH, 
Wilt their proteftion want.— But Agamemnon ! ' 
Where is the king? 

MELISAND£R« 

He bathes him for the banquet^ 
The l^aaquet eam'd by ten years war aad toil. 

CASSANDRA. 

V 

Short-fighted man ! to dre^m of feftal joy. 
When his next banquet is perhaps with Pluto. 
He comes r the god comes ru&ing^on my (bull 

gently iboth me with the voice of mufic ! 
Afluage my pangs vnth harmony !— 'Methinks^ 

1 hear Apollo's tyre. 

MELISANDER. 

Myfteriotts Powers ! 

CASSANDRA. " 

'Tis gone— And now harfii &ls&pd takes its place: 
Dire yellings ncrw affright my trembling earl 
What means this uproar of the howling foreft i 
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The Koncfs and wolf, together leagu'd, 
Purfae the lion's life— Behold ! the fnare» 
Th* infernal fnare is fct, fpread by the dream. 
Where, unfufpeding harm, he bathes at noon. 
Soon will thefe guiltlefs waters blufh with blood. 

MELISANDER. 

There is a fort of gloomy light in this. 
That flafhes horror on me. 

CASSANDRA. 

A black fwarm 
Of fell ideas feize my fancy. — Hence ! 
O {hatch me from this palace ! fhambles rather I 
It fmells of carnage ; breathes a hideous fteam, 
As if from gaping fepulchres exhal'd. 
And, lo ! the fpotlefs loves, the fports, the joys. 
The weeping Lares fly : while in their place, 
The vices all, the raging furies come ; 
And with them Comus, the flufli'd god of banquets, 
Befmear'd with gore— They fing the funeral hymn— 
What do I fee ? What mean thefe mangled forms i 
Thefe pale, thefe nightly phantoms ; fuch as rife> 
To working fancy's eye, in troubled dreams ?— 
See ! where they fit for ever at the gates, 
Demanding vengeance — ^Vengeance is at hand^- 
Ha ! 'tis the murder'd boys, whofe limbs were here, 
Serv'd up to their own fire, to be devoured !- 

MELISANDER. 
She wakes my dread— The ftpry of Thycftes I 

CASSANDRA. 

With this devoted race involv'd I fall : 
Nor falls the ilave alone— The xnafter falls. 
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But man fliall die for man, foif woman woman : 
Remember this. 

MELISANDER. 

The flave, the matter fall ! 

CASSANDRA. 
Ah bofom-traitrefs 1 Ill-perfuaded queen ! 
And canft thou then the barbarous fecret keep ?— 

MELISANDER. 

What queen ? what fecret ? Speak more plain, Caflandra ! 

CASSANDRA* 
From guilt, in vain, to greater guilt you fly. 
From crime to crime precipitated — No ! 
The wicked find no peace— Diftradlion waits thee !— 
One effort more— Yes, fave thy lord, and die*— 
That throw belonged to virtue — Cannot then 
The gentle Powers prevail ?— A moment yet. 
The doubtful balance yet allows a moment- 
Down, down it goes, for vengeance and for Troy ! 
But, ah I fuch vengeance, as even foes themfelves 

Abhor to fee ! 

MELISANDER. 

She ftaggers all my reafbn. 
Unveil thefe dreadful oracles — Perhaps— 

CASSANDRA. 

Yes, in a moment, they will be too plain. 
The moment comes ! The furies laih it on ! 
Hal Now! 

MELISANDER. 

Unufual horror creeps— 

CASSANDRA. 

Alas! 
Keep from the murderous facrificer's handy 
Vol. III. G 
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keep the vi^lm bull! Lol feizM^ he fpurn^^ 
He foams in vain— Behold the lifted blow ! 
Behold the thirfty fteel I— They ftrike him !— Hark ! 
What difmal echoes run from room to room ! 

MELISAKDER. 

1 heard a diftant noife ! — — 

[Th noi/e ^Agamemnon'/ ajjapnation 
heard indiftinSilyy and at a difiancty 
behind the f cents* 

CASSANDRA. 

Again ! — ^They ftrive, 
Th* aflaffins labour who fliall wound him moft. 
'Tisdone!— HefaUs!— 

AGAMBMNON^ behind the Sums. 

[The noi/e heard diftinQlyi and mar* 
Off! villains! cowards! off!—* 
By villains murdered !— Oh! 

MELISANDBR. 

Great gods ! the king ! 



SCENE IV. 
MELISANDER, CASSANDRA, Trojan capttvis^ 

ELECTRA, ORESTES. 
ELECTRA. 

Stop, generous ftranger ! Agamemnon's friend ! 

MELISANOER. 

What would Eledlra? what with Melifander? 
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ELECTRA* 

Heavens! M^fiiaxKlef.^ 

MELISANDEk. 

To the king's afliftance 
I fly ; detain me not. 

ELECTRA. 

He is no more !— 

MELISANDER* 

Ha ! dead ! 

ELECTRA. 

Yes, murdered by Egifthus ! dead ! 
Pierc'd with a thoufand wounds t O horix)r ! horror !— 
We fcave not time for grief— Oreftes— Quick ! 
Fly ! fave my brother ! 

ORESTES. 

Leave my father !— No ! 
It is but once that I have ever ieen him> 
Shall I no more ? 

ELBCTRA^ 

Bat to revenge his death, 
O flfy Oreftes^ for that glorious purpcrfe ! 
Tremendous gods ! Methinks,. I fee his ghoft. 
That beckons you away ! 

ORESTES. 

I come ! I corns ! 
On Melifander— — 

ELECTRA. 
Brother I 

ORESTES. 
Oh,, my fifter ! 
What will bitfome of thee t 
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Good Melifander; 

guard my brother ! fave our only liope !:— 

1 heard a noife— -Farewel ! 

ORESTB89 going* 

Ah ! poor Ele^a ! 



SCENE V. 
ELECTRA, CASSANDRA, Tfojan capttves. 

ELECTRA. 

The murderers come ! ftain'd with my father's blood ! 
Hide me, CafTandray hide me from a fight 
I caimot bear, a fcene to nature ihocking ! 

SCENE VI. 

The back'fcene opening diJioverSj at a dijlanee^ aGa- 
MEMNOn'j body. ELECTRA throws herfelfby it. 

CASSANDRA, Tfojan captives^ EGiSTftus withfome 

of his party* 

EGISTHUS. 

Enough, my friends !— How low, how filent, now, 
The mighty boafter lies '.—Another blow 
Crowns my revenge.—— 

CASSANDRA. 

It fhall not, bafe aflaflini 
The gods are juft ; amidft the crimes of men. 
Are firmly juft, fupremely wife and good : 
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The gods are here, in all their terrors prefent ! 

See where to dreadful majefty they fit ! 

And write thy doom in Agameninon^s blood ! 

EGISTHUS. 

Think not to fhake me with thefe gloomy fables : 
This arm that has acquired, fhall guard my power ; 
And fince I now enjoy my long-wiflx'd vengeance^ 
All here is calm jmd chearfid* 

CASSANDRA. 

The falfe boaft 
Of agonizing guilt ! Thy foul, I fee, 
Beneath this harden'd pride, this brutal courage. 
Boils with black torments, and with inward teippeft. 
I know "crhence breaks that gleam of joy athwart thee. 
As lightning flaihes o'er a troubled fky : 
Thou dream*ft the prince now falls beneath thy fury : 
But hear and tremble— young Oreftes lives ! 

EGISTHUS. 
Hence with thy vain predidlions, doating woman !-r? 



SCENE VII. 

EGISTHUS) CASSANDRA, (^C. and to them ASSASSINS 

fent to murder orestes. 

EGISTHUS. 

WeU, is Oreftes dead ? 

ASSASSIN. 

Ah, Sir ! efcap'd— 
When all was in confuiion, here, and tumult. 
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£GI$THU3* 

O nothing then is done ! FI7! tardy villaiiis! 
Purfue him to the fartheft verge of eartb>— — * 
No dark retreat, no country,— But here comes 
Another ftorm. Plftradion wings her pace. 



SCENE VIII. 

CLYTEMNESTRAy ZGlSTHVSj CASSANDRA, (Sfc* 

CLyT?MN«STRA. 

OflF! give me way ! to defarts let me fiy ! 

The wildeft favage there !— p— 

Why pierce me thus with looks ? — In evcrj eye 

There is a dagger; chief in thine [^9 EgiAhusJ-^Ha ! 

yillsun ! 
I know thee ; know thefe eyes, where finiling lore 
To the red glarings of a fury's torch 

Is now transform'dt Yes, traitor! turn away : 

But, ere you go, give me my peace again $ 

Give i?ie my happy family around; 

Give me my virtue, honour, nay, my glory ; 

Or give me death, tho' death cannot relieve mc.-^ 

Are thefe the deeds of love ?<^I cannot ilep, 

Unlefs I dip my fhivering feet m Uooi 

Compared with this polluted, this dire palace. 

The fepulchre is gay.-r^But whither fly ?— 

Ah ! what avails it where the guilty fly. 

Since from themfelves they cannot !— Ha ! behold J 

The black abyfs difclofes to my view ; 

And down I go, a dark, a deep defcent ! — 

Hell from beneath is mov*d at my approach ; 
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Its princes flock arouad* BehoUf tbey fey. 
The greatly-Tvretched^ greatly* wicked womaa ! 
She who preferred the villain to the hero ! 
The Trojan fhades> with fharp derifion^ th^k me : 
The Grecian droop— Lot where he comes himfelf 1 
See ! how in fuUen majefty he ftalks ! — 
Oh, look not on me with that filent fcom ! 
I am too cursM already J— 

{Faints into tbi mrms^fher Atttndants. 

EOISTHUS, 

Bear her hence : 
And look (he be attended well. '^— But hark ! 
What new alarm \ 



SCENE IX. 

EOISTHUS, CASSANDRA, tie. tO thitn a MESSENGER, 

MESSENGER. 

As Melifander, Sir, 
Bore o£F Oreftes, to th' affembled fenate 
He fliow'd the prince, and rouz*d them to revenge. 
'Tis nought but rage. The people, in a torrent. 
By Areas headed, pour upon the palace. 
Befides, each moment, Agamemnon's troops— 

EGISTHUS, 

Qmck ! fummon here my friends— In Io*s grove 
They ready wait. We this important day 
Will or with conqueft crown, or bravely die. 

CASSANDRA^ 

No, tyrant, no ! the gods refufe thee that : 

Not like the brave, but like the trembling coward^ 
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Th' aflaffinating coward, thou fhalt die ; 
There ! in that fpbt, where Agamemnon lies ! 

^GISTHUS. 

Lead thefe ill-boding women to their fate ; 
And guard Eled^ra* 

CASSANDRA. 

The moft grateful gift 
A tyrant can heftow is inftant death. 
We fhall be happy foon« But all the gods. 
Combining all their mercy, from remorfe, 
From fcom and mifery, cannot fave the viU^nr 
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E P I L O G U K 



SPOKEN BY MRS. CIBBER. 



OU R bard, to modern q>Ilogue a foe. 
Thinks fuch mean mirth but deadens generous woe| 
Bifpels in idle air the moral figh. 
And wipes the tender tear from Pity*s eye : 
No more with focial warmth the bofom bums $ 
But all th^ unfeeling felfiih man returns. 
• 

Thus he began s^And you approvM the ftrain 9 
Till the next couplet funk to light and vain. 
You checkM him there.— To you, to reafon juft. 
He owns he triumphed in your kind difguft. 
CharmM by your frown, by your difpleafure gracM, 
He hsuls the riling virtue of your tafte. 
Wide will its influence fpread as foon as known : 
Truth, to be lovM, needs only to be fhown. 
Confirm it, once, the fafhion to be good : 
(Since fafhion leads the fool, and awes the rude) 
No petulance fhall wound the public ear j 
No hand applaud what honour fhuns to hears 
No painful blufh the modeft cheek fhall flain ; 
The worthy breaft fhall heave with no difdain. 
Chaflis'd to decency, the Britljb fbge 
Shall oft invite the fair, invite the fage : 
Both fhall attend well-pleas'd, well-pleas'd depart; 
Or if they doom the verfe, abfolve the heart. 

* Another epitope was fpokdi after the firft reprefentatlon of 
the play, which began with the firft fix lines of this : but the reft 
of that epilogue having been very jufUy diiliked by the audience, 
this was fubftituted in its place. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

» 

After the Danes had made themfelves mafters of Chippenhamn 
the (trongeft city in the kmgdom of Weflex ; Alfred was 
at once abandoned by aU his fubje&« In this uniyeiial 
defe^liony that monarch found himfelf obliged to retire into 
the little ifland of Athelney in Somerfetihire j a place then 
rough with "woods and of difficult acceft. There^ in the 
habit of a peafant, he lived unknown^ for fome time^ in a 
ihepherd*s cottage. He u fuppofed to he found in this re- 
treat by the earl of Devon $ whofe caftlci upon the river 
;Tau» was then befieged by the Daaes* 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



Alfred, •* 

Eltruda, 
Hermit, 
Earl of Devon, 
CORIN, aiheplierd, 
Emma, his wife,. 



Mr. MlLWARD. 

Mrs. HoRTON. 
Mr. QuiN. 
Mr. Mill** 
Mr. Salwat. 
Mrs. Clive» 



ABaody Soktiess, Spirks* 

The SCENE re p refen es a plam, Airrovrnded whh 
woods. On one fide, a cottage : on the other, 
flocks and herds in diftant profpe^V. A hei*mit*s 
cave in full view, overhung with trees, wild and 
grotefque. 



ALFRED 
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ACT I. SCENE I, 

CORIN^ EMMA. 
£MMA, 

SHEPHERD, 'tis he. Beneath yon aged oak, 
All on the flowery turf he lays him down. . 

CORIN. 

Soft : let us not difturb him. Gentle Emma, 

Poor tho' he be, unfriended and unknown. 

My pity waits with reverence on his fortune^ 

Moded of carriage, and of fpeech moft gracious. 

As if fome faint or angel, in difguife. 

Had graced our lowly cottage with his prefence. 

He fteals, I know not how, into the heart. 

And makes it pant to ferve him. Trufl: me, Emma, 

He is no common man. 

EMMA. 

Some lord, perhaps. 
Or valiant chief, that from our deadly foe. 
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The haughty, cruel, unbelieving Dane, I 

Seeks fhelter here. 

CORIN. 1 

And {belter he fliall find. . 

Who loves his country, is my friend and brother. 
Behold him well. Fair virtue in his afped:. 
Even thro* the homely ruffet that conceals him, 
Shines forth ^ind proves him noble. Seed thou, Emma, 
Yon weftern clouds ? The fun they ftrive to hide. 
Yet darts his beam around. 

EMMA. 

Your thought is mine ; 
He is not what his prefent fortunes fpeak him. 
But, ah ! the raging foe is all around us : 
W,e dare not keep him here. 

CORIN, 

Content thee, wife : 
This ifland is of ftrength. Nature's own hand 
Hath planted round a deep defence of woods, 
Tiie founding afli, the mighty oak; each tree 
A fheltering grove : and choak'd up all between 
With wild encumbrance of perplexing thorns. 
And horrid brakes. Beyond this woody verge. 
Two rivers broad and rapid hem us in. 
Along their channel fpreads the gulphy pool. 
And trembling quagmire, whofe deceitful green 
Betrays the foot it tempts. One path alone 
Winds to this plain, fo roughly difficult. 
This (ingle arm, poor fhepherd as I am, 
Could well difpute it with twice twenty Danes. 

EMMA. 

Yet think, my Corin, on the ftern decree 

Of that proud foe, " Who harbours or relieves 
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** An Englifli captain, dies the death of traitors : 
** But who their haunts difcovers, Ihall be fafe, 
** And high rewarded." 

CORIN. 

Now, juft Heaven forbid, 
A Britifli man fliould ever count for gain 
What villainy muii earn. No : are we poor ? 
Be honefty our riches. Are we mean. 
And humbly born ? The true heart makes us noble. 
Thefe hands can toil, can fow the ground, and reap 
For thee and thy {weet babes. Our daily labour 
Is daily wealth : it finds us bread and raiment. 
Could Daniih gold give more ? And for the death 
Thefe tyrants threaten, let me rather meet it. 
Than- e'er betray my gueft. ■■ ■- 

EMMA. 

Alas the while. 
That loyal faith is fled from hall and bower, 
To dwell with village-fwains ! 

CORIN. 

Ah, look ! behold ! 
Wh^e, like fome goodly tree by wintry winds 
Tom from the roots and withering, our fad gueft 
Lies on the ground difius'd. 

EMMA. 

I weep to fee it. 

* 

CORIN. 

Thou haft a heart iweet Pity loves to dwell in. 
Dry up thy tears ; and lean on this juft hope : 
If yet to do away his country^s fhame,. 
To ferve her bravely on ibme bleft occafion. 
If for thefe ends this ftranger fought our cottage, 
Vol. III. H 
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The heavenly hofts are hovering here uzifeen» 
To watch and to pTotc€t him.— But^ oh ! when— 
My heart bums for it — fliall I fee the hour 
Of vengeance on thefe Danifli infidels^ 
That war with Heaven and us ? 

EMMA; 

Alas, my love ! 
Thefe paiSons are not for the poor man's ftate. 
To Heaven and to the rulers of the land 
Leave fuch ambitious thoughts. Be warned my Corin : 
And think our little all depends on thee. 

SONG. 

O Peace ! the faireft child of Heaveti, 

To whom the fyivan reign was given. 

The vale, the fountain, and the grove. 

With every fofter fccne of love : 
Return^ fweet Peace i and chear the weeping Twain I 
Return^ with Eafe and Pleafure in thy train. 

CORING 

Hulh : ceafe thy fong— For fee, our mournful gueft 
Has raised his head — and lo ! who comes to greet him; 
His friend, the woodman of the neighbouring dale, 
Whom late, as yefter evening-ftar arofe. 
At his requeft I found and hither brought. 



SCENE II. 

ALFRED, Earl of DEVON. 
ALFRED. . 

How long, O ever gracious Heaven ! how long 
Shall war thus defokte this proftrate land ? 
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All, all IS Idft-And Alfred lives to tell it I 
His cities laid in duft! his fubje(5ts flaughter'd ! 
Or into flaves debas'd ! the murderous foe 
Proud and exulting in the general fhame ! — 
Are thefe things fo ? and he Tirithout the means 
Of great revenge ? caft dolvn beloiv the hope 
Of fuccouring thofe he weeps for ? O defpair ! 
O grief of griefs ! 

DEVON. 

Old as I am, my liege^ 
In rough war harden'd^ and with death familiar^ 
Thefe eyes have long forgot to melt with foftnefs i 
But O, my gracious mafter, they have feen— — 
AU-pitying Heaven !— -fuch fights of ruthlefs rage^ 
Of total defolation 

ALFRED; 

O my people ! 
O ruined England ! — Devon, thofe we're bleft. 
Who dy'd before this time. Ha ! and thofe robbers, 
That violate the fandlity of leagues, 
The reverend feal of oaths ; that bafely broke. 
Like nightly ruffians^ on the hour of peace. 
And ftole a vidory from men unarm'd, 
Thofe Danes enjoy their crimes ! dread Vengeance ! fort 
Of power and juftice ! come, array'd in terrors. 
Thy garment red with bloody thy keen fword drawn i 
O come, and on the heads of faithlefs men 
Pour ample retribution ; men whofe triumph 
Upbraids eternal Juftice.— But no more : 
Submii&on is Heaven's due.— ^I will not launch 
Into that dark abyfs where thought muft drown. 
Proceed, xny lord : on with the mournful tale. 
My griefs broke off. 
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DEVON. 

From yonder heath-crown'd till, 
This ifland's eaftem point, where in one dream 
The Thone and Parret roll their blending waves, 
I look^, and faw the progrefs of the foe. 
As of fome tempeft, fome devouring fire. 
That ruins without mercy where it fpreads. 
The riches of the year, the golden grain 
That liberal crown'd our plains, lies trampled wide 
By hoftile feet, or rooted up ; and wafte 
Deforms the broad highway. From fpace to fpace. 
Far as my draining eye could (hoot its beam. 
Trees, cottages, and caftles fmoak to heaven 
In one afcending cloud. But oh for pity ! 
That way, my lord, where yonder verdant height 
Declining Aides into a fruitful vale, 
Unfightly now and bare ; a few poor hinds, 
Grcy-hair'd, and thinly clad, flood and beheld 
The common ravage : motionlefs and mute 
With hands to heaven up-rais*d,they flood, and wept— ^ 
My tears attended theirs 

ALFRED. 

If this fad fight 
Could pain thee to fuch anguifh, what mufl I 
Their king and parent feel ?— It is a torment 
Beyond the flrength of patience to endure. 
Why end I not at once this wretched being ? 
The means are in my hand.— But fhall a prince 
Thus poorly fhroud him in the grave from pain. 
And fenfe of fhame ? The madman, nay, the coward, 
Has often dar'd the fame. A monarch holds 
His life in trufl for others. I will live then: 
Let Heaven difpofe the refl. 
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DEVON. 

Thrice-noble Alfred, 
And England's only hope, whofe virtues raife 
Our frail mortality, our human duft. 
Up to angelic fplendor and perfe^ion ; 
With you to bear the word of ills, the Ipoil 
Of wafteful war, the Jiofs of life or freedom, 
Is happin^fs, is glory. 

ALFRED. 

Ah, look roijftid thee : 
That mud-built cottage is thy fovereign's palace. 
Yon hind, whofe daily toil is all his wealth. 
Lodges and feeds him. Are theie times for flattery. 
Or call it praife ? fuch gaudy attributes 
Would mifbecome our beft and proudeft fortune^. 
But what are mine ? what is this high-prais'd Alfred ? 
Among ten thoufand wretches, mod undone. 
That prince who feei^ his country laid in ruins. 
His fubjedls p^rifhing beneath the fword 
Of foreign rage, who fees and cannot fave them. 
Is but fupceme in mifery ! 

DEVON. 

My liege ! 
Who has not known 111 fortune, never knew 
Himfelf, or his own virtue. Be of comfort : 
We can but die at laft. Till that hour comes, 
Let noble anger keep our hopes alive. 
A fudden thought, as if from heaven infpir'd. 
Darts on my foul. One caftle ftill is ours, 
Tho' clofe begirt and fliaken by the Danes. 
In this difguife, my chance of pacing on. 
Of entering there unknown, is promifing, 
And wears a lucky face. ^Tis our laft; ftake. 
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^nd I will play it like a man whofe life, 
Wliofe honour hangs upon a fmgle caft. 
^ean while, my lord 

ALFRED. 

^a I Devon, thou haft rouz'd 
My {lumbering virtue. I applaud thy thought. 
The praife of this brave daring Oiall be thine ; 
The danger fliaU be common. We will both 
Strait tempt t}ie Danifh camp, and gain this fort } 
To s^nimate our brothers; ojf the war, 
Thofe Englifhmen who yet deferve that name. 
And hear, eternal Juftice ! if my life 
Can make atonement fpr them. King of kings ! 
Accept thy willing vidlim. On my head 
Be all their woes : to them be grace jqid mercy. 
Come on, my nob|e friend. 

PEVON, 

Ah, good my liege, 
What fits a private valour, and might grace 
The fimple foldier*s courage, would proclaim 
His general^s rafhnefs. You are England's king 2 
Your infant children, and your much-lovM queen | 
Nay more, the public weal, ten thoidknd fouls, 
Whofe hope you are^ whofe ^11 depends on you» 
Forbid ^is enterprize. 'Tis nobler virtue 
To check this ardour, to referve your fword 
For fome great day of known and high import} 
That to your country, to the judging world 
Shall juftify all hazards you may run, 
This trial fuits but me. 

ALFRED^ 

Well, go, my friend ; 
If thou (halt prolper, thou wilt call me hence 
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To head my people from their fears recover'd. 
May that good angel, who infpir'd thy thought. 
Throw rpui^d thy fteps a veil of cloudy air, 
That thou may*ft walk invifible ^nd fafe. 
He *s gone— and now without a friend to aid me, 
I ftand alone, abandoned to the gloom .• 
Of my fad thoughts — Said I without a friend ? 
Oh bl^fphemous diftruft ! Have I not Thee, 
All-powerful friend and guardian of the righteous. 
Have I not Thee to aid me ? Let that thought 
Support my drooping foul.— But, lift; Ha! whence 
Thefe air-bom notes that found i^ meafur'd fw^Qtnef§ 

Thro' this vaft fdence ? 

■■••■■' ^ . <■ 

Splenm mufic is heard at a difiauce. It comes nearer in a 
full Jympbot^ : aft^r lAibich c^ Jingle trumpet founds a 
high and awoAening air. Then the following Jlanxas 
are fung'hy two atrial fpirits unfeen. 

Firft SPIRIT* 
Hear, Alfred, father of the ftate. 

Thy genius Heaven's high will declare { 
What proves the hero truly great. 
Is never, never to defpair : 
Is never to defpair. 

Second spirit. 

Thy hope awake, thy heart expan4 

With all its vigour, all its fires. 
Arife ! and fave a finking land ! 

Thy country calls, and Heaven infpiret. 

Both SPIRITS. 

Parth calls, and Heafen infpires. 
«4 
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ALFRED. 



P C E N E IV. 

ALFRED alone. 
All hail, ye gentle mimfters of heaven ! 
Your fong infpires new patience thro' my breaft, 
And generous hope : it wings my mounting foul 
Above th' entangling mafs of earthly paiIiQns» 
That keep frail man, the* ftruggling to be free, 
Still fluttering in the duft. 

SCENE V, 
ALFRED, the HERMIT advancing fiom bis cave. 

4 

> ALFRED. 

Thrice-happy Hermi.t ! 
Whom ):hus the heavenly habitants attend, 
Blefling thy calm retreat ; while ruthlefs wajr 
Fills the polluted land with blood and crimes. 
In this extremity of England's fate. 
Led by thy facred chara<5ler, I come 
For comfort and advice. Thy aged wifdpm, 
Purg'd from the ftormy cloud of human paffions. 
And by a ray from heaven exalted, fees 
Deep thro' futurity. Say what remains. 
What yet remains to fave our proftrate country ? 
Nor fcom this anxious queftion even from me, 
A namelefs ftranger. 

HERMIT. 

Alfred, England's king. 
All hail I and welcome to this humble cell. 
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ALFRED* 

Whence doft thou know me,* venerable father ? 

HBRMIT. 

Laft night, when with a draught from that coolfountain 

I had my whoJefome, fober fupper crown'd ; 

As is my ftated cuftom, forth I walked. 

Beneath the fblemn gloom, and glittering &y. 

To feed my foul with prayer and meditati<m. 

And thus to inward harmony compos'd. 

That fweeteft mufic of the grateful heart, 

Whofe each emotion is a fiient hymn, 

I to my couch retired. Strait on mine eyer 

A pleafing flumber fell, whofe myftic power 

Sealed up my fenfes, but enlarged my foul. 

At once, diiclos'd amid the dark wafte night. 

Appeared a vifion^— not the dream of fancy. 

But fent from heaven, prophetic, and divine. 

For know, this ample element contains 

Unnumbered fpiritual beings, or malign, 

Or good to man. Thefe, when the grofler eye 

Of Nature fle.eps, oft play their feveral parts. 

As on a fcene, before th' attentive mind. 

And to the favoured man difclofe the future. 

Led by thefe fpirits friendly to thi* ifle, 

I liv'd thro' future ages ; felt the virtue. 

The great, the glorious paflions that will fire 

Diftant pofterity : when guardian laws 

Are by the patriot in the glowing fenate 

Won from corruption ; when th' impatient arm 

Of liberty, invincible, fliall fcourge 

The tyrants of mankind — and when the deep. 

Thro* all her fwelling waves, fliall proudly joy 

Beneath the boundlefs empire of thy fons. 
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I faw thee, Alfred, top— But o'er thy fortunes 
Lay clouds impenetrable. 

* 

I Ah, good hermit. 

That fcepe is dark indeed ! Ye awful powers ! 
To what am I referv'd i Still muft I roam 
A TY^Q^i^cr h^re, inglorious axid unknown? 
Or am I deftin'd your great inftrumeiit, 
From fierce opprefllon to redeem this land ? 

HERMIT, 

Perhaps, the lad.— But, prince, remember, then, 

The vows, the noble ufes, of affidlion. 

Preferve the quick humanity it gives. 

The pitying, focial fenfe of human weaknefs : 

Yet keep thy ftubbom fortitude entire. 

The manly heart that to another*s woe 

Is tender, but fuperior to its own. 

Learn to fubmit ; yet learn to cpiiquer fortune* 

Attach thee firmly to the virtuoi^s deeds 

And offices of life : to life itfelf. 

With all its vain and tranfient joys, fit loofe. 

Chief, let devotion tq the fovereign mind, 

A fteady, chesurful, abfolute dependance 

On his beft, wifeft government, poffefs thee. 

4 

In thoughtlefs, gay profperity, when all 
Attends our wifli, when nought is feen aroimd us 
But kneeling flattery, and obedient fortune ; 
Then are blind mortals apt, within themfelves 
Tb fix their ftay, forgetful of the giver. 
But when thus humbled, Alfred, as thou art, 
When to their feeble natural powers reduc'd, 
'Tis then they feel this univerfal truth— 
That Heaven is all in all— and man is nothing. 
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ALFRED. 

I thank thee, father, for thy pious counfel. 

And witnefs, thou dread Power 1 who feed my heart; 

That if not to perform my regal talk, 

To be the common father of my people^ 

Pktron of honour, virtue, and religion ; 

|f not to Ihelter iuduftry, to guard 

Her honeft portion from oppreflive pride, 

From wafteful riot, and the fons of rapine, 

Who bafely .ravifli what they dane tiot earn 5 

If not to deal out juftice, like the fun, 

With equal Mght ; if not to fpread thy t>ounty^ 

The treafures trailed to me, not my own. 

On all the fmiling ranks of nourifh'd life j 

If not to raife our drooping Englifh name. 

To clothe it yet with terror 5 make this land 

Ilenown'd for peaceftd arts to blefs mankind, 

Ai^d generous war to humble proi^d oppreffors : 

If not to build on an eternal bafe, ' 

On liberty and laws, the public weal : 

If not for thefe great ends I am prdain'd. 

May I ne'er idly fill the throne of England ! 

HERMIT, 

Still may thy bread thefe fentiments retain. 
In prolperous life. 

ALFRED, 

Profperity were ruin, 
CoulicI It deftf oy or change fuch thoughts 21$ thefe. 
When Thofe whom Heaven diftinguiflies o'er millions, 
Profufely gives them honours, riches, power. 
Whatever th* expanded heart can wilhj when they. 
Accepting the reward, negledt the duty; 
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Or worlby pervert tliofe gifts to deeds of ruin : 

Is there a wretch they rule fo mean as they i 

Guilty, at once, of faCrilege to Heaven, 

And of perfidious robbery to men— - 

But hark ! methinks I hear a plaintive voice 

Sigh thro' the vale, and wake the mournful echo. 

SONG. 

Sweet valley, fay, where, peniive lying. 
Forme, our children, England, fighing. 

The beft of mortals leans hit head. 
Ye fountains, dimpled by my forrow. 
Ye brooks that my complainings borrow, 

lead me to his lonely bed : 

Or if my lover. 
Deep woods, you cover. 
Ah whifper where your fhadows o^er him fpread I 

*Tis not the lofs of pomp and pleafure. 
Of empire, or of tinfel treafure. 

That drops this tear, that fwells this groan $ 
No ; from a nobler caufe proceeding, 
A heart with love and fondnefs bleeding, 

1 breathe my fadly-pleafing moan, 

With other anguiih, 
I fcom to languish s 
For Love will feel no forrows but his own. 



SCENE VL 

ALFRED^ HERMIT^ ELTRUDA, advancing, 

ALFRED. 

Sure, by the voice, and purport of the fong, 
This generous mourner is my queen Eltruda. 
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And yet how can that be?— O all good Powers ! 
'Tis flie ! 'tis fhe ! 

ELTRUDA. 

My lord, my life, my Alfred ! 
Oh take me to thy arms; with toil overcome. 
And fudden tranfport, thus at once to find thee, 
In this wild foreft, pathlefs and perplezt ! 

ALFRED. 

Come to my foul, thou dcareft, bed of women I 

Come, and repofe thy forrows in my bofom. 

O all my paf&ons mix in doubtful ftrife ! 

If pain or joy prevail, I fcarce can fay. 

While thus I clafp thee, and recal the perils 

To which tl^iy trembling fteps have been expos'd. 

Why haft thou left the convent where I plac'd thee? 

Why, unproteSed, truft thee to a land, 

A barbarous land, where rages Danifh war ! 

Our hofpitable England is no more ! 

ELTRUDA. 

Dire was the caufe, my Alfred. The rousM country, 

All wild in breathlefs terror and confuflon. 

Informed us, a near party of the Danes, 

Whofe brutal fury fpares no fex, no age, 

No place however privileg'd or holy. 

Were on full march that way. Inftant I fled, 

In this difguife, with only thefe attendants : 

But in our way oft chear*d by airy voices. 

To bear to this retreat our helplefs^ children. 

ALFRED. 

Ah wanderers too young ! ah haplefs children ! 
But more unhappy Sire ! who cannot give, 
To thofe he loves, protcftion. 
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ELTRUDA. 

Thou too, Alfred, 
Art thou not unattended? None to fervc thee. 
To footh thy woes, to watch thy broken flumbers ! 
And when the filcnt tear overflows thy eye. 
None, with the warm and cordial lip of love. 
To kifs it oflF ! There is in love a power, 
There is a foft divinity, that draws 
Tranlport even from diftrefs ; that gives the heart 
A certain pang, excelling far the joys 
Of grofs unfeeling life. Befides, my Alfred, 
Even had the fury of this barbarous foe 
Not forc'd me from the convent, life is ihort $ 
And now it trembles on the wing of danger : 
Why (hould we lofe it then ? One wcll-fav'd hour. 
In fuch a tender circumftance to lovers. 
Is better than an age of common time* 

ALFRED. 
Oh, 'tis too much ! thy tendemefs overcomes me ! 
Nay, look not on me with that fweet dejection. 
Thro' tears that pierce my foul ! — Chear thee, my love 
Hope ftill the beft ; that better days await us. 
And fairer from remembrance. — Thou, Eltruda, 
Thou art a pledge of happinefs ! On thee 
Good angels wait ; they led thy journey hither : 
And I have heard them, in this wild retreat. 
Warbling immortal airs, and ftrains of comfort.— 
But, ah, the foe is round us : and this ifle 
Now holds my foul's beft wealth, the treafur'd ftore 
IDf all my joys. — I go to (kirt it round. 
To vifit every creek and fedgy bank. 
Where nifties thro' the reeds the ihadowy gale ; 
Or where the bending umbrage drinks the dream; 
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Left danger unawares ihould fteal upon us. 
And now, by flow degrees, folemn and fad. 
Wide-falling o'er the world, the nightly fliades 
Hufli the brown woodsy and deepen all their horrors : 
While, humbled into reft, and awM by darknefs. 
Each creature feeks' the covert. To that cell 
Retire, niy life. I will not long be abient. 
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ALFRED alone. 

^rrilS now the depth of darknefs and repofe. 

•^ All nature feems to reft : while Alfred wakes 
To think, and to be wretched. — Where yon oak 
With wide and dufky (hade overhangs the ftreani) 
That glides in filence by, I took my ftand ; 
What time the glow-worm thro* the dewy path, 
Firft {hot his twinkling flame. I ftood attentive, 
Liftening each noife from wood-clad hill and dale ; 
But all was hufh'd around. Nor trumpet's clang. 
Nor Ihout of roving foe, nor hafty tread 
Of evening paflenger, difturb'd the wide 
And awful ftilnefs. Homeward as I fped. 
O'er many a delve, thro' many a path perplezt. 
Maze running into maze ; ill-boding thoughts 
Haunted my fteps.— Perhaps my gallant friend, 
Difcover'd to the Danes, this moment bleeds 
Beneath their fwords ! or lies a breathlefs corfe. 
The prey of midnight wolves. — Some mournful {bund 
Strikes fudden on my fenfe. * 



SCENE II. 

ALFRED, ELTRUDA. 
ELTRUDA. 

Here wiU I lean 
On this green bank, to wait the wi{h'd return 
Of morning and my lord. 



ALFRED, 113 

ALFRED. 

My gentle love, 
Eltruda, why to this untimely iky 
Expofe thy health ? The dews of night fall faft : 
The chill breeze fighs aloud. 

ELTRUDAa 

I could not reft. 
Can love f epofe when apprehenfion wakes, 
And whifpers to the heart all dreadful things. 
That walk with night and folitude ? Methought, 
In each low murmur of the woods j I heard 
Th' invading foe— or hcaird my Alfred groan ! 
Our tender infants too— their fancy 'd cries 
Still found within my ears ! 

ALFRED. 

Eltruda, there 
I am a woman too : I who fhould chear. 
And flielter thee from every care. My children ! 
The thought of what may chance to them, complete^ 
Their father's fum of woes. O What fafe (hade 
Can fkreen their opening bloflbm from the ftorm 
That beats fevere on us ! Not fweeter buds 
The primrofe in the vale, nor fooner fhrinks 
At winter's churlifli blaft— — 

ELTRUDA. 

Behold, my loi:d— 
Good angels (hield uS— What a flood of brightnef* 
Waves round our heads 1 

ALFRED. 

The hermit moves this way. 
That wondrous man holds converfe with the hoft 
Vol. III. I 
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Of higher natures. Thefe far beaming fires 
Were doubtlefs kindled up at his command. 
Be filent and attentive. 



SCENE III. 

ALFRED, ELTRUDA, HERMIT. 

HERMIT. 

I have heard 
Thy fond complainings, Alfred. 

ALFRED. 

You have then, 
Good father, heard the caufe that wrings them from me. 

HERMIT. 

The human race are fons of ibrrow bom : 
And each muft have his portion. Vulgar minds 
Refofe, or crouch beneath their load: the brave ^ 
Bear theirs without repining. 

ALFRED. 

Who can bear 
The fhaft that wounds him thro' an infant's fide ? 
When whom we love, to whom we owe protedlion. 
Implore the hand we cannot reach to fave them i 

HERMIT. 

Weep not, Eltruda.— — Yet thou art a king, 
All private paflions fall before that name. 
Thy iubje^s claim thee whole. 

ALFRED. 

Can public truft, 
O reverend fage ! deftroy the fofter ties 
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That twine around the p^^nt's yearning heart. 

That holy paffion Heaven itfclf infusM, 

And blended with the ftream that feeds our life ? 

HERMIT. 

You love your children, prince — 

ALFaED. 

Lives there on earth, 
In air, or ocean, creature tame or wild. 
That has not known this univerfal love? 
All Nature feels it intimate and deep. 
And all her fpns of inflinft or of reafon. 

HERMIT. 

Then fliew that paffion in its nobleft form. 
Seaibn thpir tender years with every virtue. 
Social or felf-rctir*d ; of public greatnefiy 
Or lovely in the hour of private life ; 
With ^1 that can e?alt, or can adorn 
Their princely rank. 

ALFRED. 

Alas, their hope muil ftoop. 
Such my unhappy fate, to humbler sums : 
AffliAiPli and bafe want mud be their teachers. 

HERMIT. 

Afflidion is the wholefbme foil of virtue : 
Where patience, honour, fweet humanity, 
Calm fortitude take root, and ftrongly flourilh. 
But profperous fortune, that allures with pleafure, 
Dazzles with pomp, and undermines with flattery, 
Poifons the foil, and its bed produft kills. 
Should'ft thou regain thy throne*^ 

I 2 
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ALFRED. 

My throne ? What giimpfci 
What fmalleft ray of hope— 

tiERMIT. 

That day may come — 
What do I feel ? My labouring bread expandl 
To give the glorious infpiration room. 
And now the cldud that o'er thy future fate. 
Like total night, lay heavy and obfcure, 
Fades into air : and all the brightening fcene 
Dawns gay before me ! A long line of kings. 
From thee defcending, glorious and renown'd. 
In fhadowy pomp I fee ! 

Genius of England ! hovering near. 
In all thy radiant charms appear. 

O come and fummon, from the world unknown, 

Thofe mighty chiefs, thofe fons of futiire iaxn.6. 

Who, ages hence, this ifland fhall adorn, 

And fpread to diflant realms her glorious name. 

Slow let the vifionary forms arife. 

And folemn pafs before our wondering eyes* 

[Mufic grand and a<wfvl. The Genius de/cending fings 
the following 

SONG. 

From thofe eternal regions bright. 
Where funs, that never fet in night, 

DifFufe the golden day : 
Where Spring, unfading, pours around, 
0*er all the dew-impearled ground. 

Her thoufand colours gay : 
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O whfsther on the fountain's flowery fid^j^ 
Whence living waters glide. 
Or in the fragrant grove, 
Whofe (hade embofUms peace and love. 
New pleafures all your hours employ. 
And raviih every fenfe with every joy I 

Great heirs of empire I yet unborn^ 
Who fliail this iiland late adorn | 
A monarches drooping thought to chear, 
Appear ! appear ! appear ! 

Spirits of EDWARD in. PHiLiPPA his queen, and the 
BLACK PRINCE his f on, arife. 

HERMIT. 

Alfred, look} and fay. 
What feeft thou yonder ? 

ALFREP^ 
Three majedic ihapes : 
Two habited like mighty warriors old ; 
A third in whofe bright afpe£b beauty fmiles 
More foft and feminine. A lucid veil, 
From her fair neck dependant floats around. 
Light-hovering in the gale. 

HE.RMIT. 

O Alfred, man 
Beloy'd of Heaven, heJt^old a king iwi^ed '^ 
Matchlefs in arms ; in arts of peaceful rule^ 
A fovereign*s trueft glory, yet more fam'd, 
England's third Edward ! — At his fear'd approach. 
Proud If ranee, even now, thro' all her dukedoms quakes. 
Her Genius fighs : and from th' eternal Ihore, 
The foul of her great Charles, a recent gueft^ 
Looks back to earth, and mourns the diftant woes 

Is 
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His realms are doom'd to feel from £dward'^ wrath« 
Beneath his ftandard, Britain fhall go forth, 
Array*d for conquef):, terrij)le in glory ; 
And nations fhrink before her. O what deaths. 
What defolation (hall her vengeance fpread. 
From engines jtt unfound j whofc lightnings flafh, 
Whofe thunders roar, amazing, o'ei^ the plain ; 
As if this king had fummonM from oft high 
Heaven's ^read artillery to figtt his battle ! 

Nor is renown in war his fo]e ambition : 
A nobler paffion labours in his breaft— — 
Alfred attend— to make his people bleft ! 
The facred rights that reafbii loudly claims 
For free-bom men— thefe, Alfred, are his cvc ; 
Oft to confirm, and fix them on the bafe 
Of equal laws. — O father of mankind ! 
Succeflive praifes front a grateful land 
Shall faint thy name for ever I 

ALFR£Dr 

Holy fagc, 
Whom angels thus enlighten and infpircj 
My hofom kindles at thy heavei^-bom flame. 
Great Edward ! Be thy conquefts and their praife 
Unrival'd to thyfelf. But O thy fame 
For care paternal of the public weal! 
For England bleft at home-^my rapt heart pants 
To equal that renown ! 

HERMIT. 

Know .farther, Alfred | 
A fovereign^s great example forms a people* 
The public breaft is noble, or is vile. 
As l^e inipires it. In this Edward's time, 
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Warm*d by his courage, by his honour r£us'd» 
High flames the Britifh ipirit like the fun. 
To fhine o'er half the globe : and where it fhines, 
The cherifh'd world to brighten and enrich. 

Lail fee this monarch in his hour of leifure ; 
Even focial on a throne, and tailing joys 
To folitary greatnefs feldom known, 
As friend, as huiband, and as father bleft. 
That god'likc youth remark, his elded hope, 
Who gives new luftre to the name he bears ; 
A hero ere a man.— I fee him now 
On Creffy*s glorious plain ! The father's heart, 
With anxious love and wonder at his daring. 
Beats high in mingled tranfjport. Great himfelf. 
Great dhoYQ jealouj^, the guilty mark 
That brands all meaner minds, fee, he applauds 
Tht JiUal excellence^ and gives him fcope 
To blaze in his full brightnefs! — Lo, again 
He fends him dreadful to a nobler field : 
The danger and the glory all his own ! 
A caftive iingy the rival of his arms, 
I fee adorn his triumph ! Heaven ! what grace 
What fplendor fropi his gracious temper mild 
That triumph draws ! As gentle mercy kind. 
He chears the hoftile prince whofe fall he weeps ! 

ALFkED. 
A fon fo rich in virtues, and fo grac*d 
With all that gives thofe virtues fair to fliine, 
When I would aik of Heaven fome mighty boon. 
Should claim the foremoft place. 

HERMIT, 

Remember then. 
What to thy infant fons from thee is due, - 
As parent and as prince. 

14 
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ELTRUDA. 



Fprgive me. Hermit, 
Forgive a queen and wife her anxious fondnefs. 
Yon bea^tcous (hade, that as I gaze her o*er. 
My wonder draws, efcapes your graver thought, 

HERMIT, 

O bright Eltruda I thou whpfe bloomiQg youtji, 
Whofe amiable fweetnefs promife bleflings 
To Alfred and to England ! fte, and mark. 
In yonder pleaflng form, tl>e beft of wives. 
The happieft too, repaid with all the faith. 
With all the friend^iip? love and duty claim. 
She, powerful o'er the heart her charms enflave — 
O virtue rarely pradjs'd !— ufes nobly 
That happy influence ; to prompt each purpofc 
Fair honour kindles in her Edward's bread. 
Amid the pomps, the pleafures of a court, 

« 

Humble of he^t, feverely good ; the friend 

Of modeft worth, tji^^j parent of tl^e poor, 

Eltrud^ \ tranfmit tl^efe noblefl charms 

To that fair daughter^ that unfolding rofe, 

With which, as on this day*^ Heaven crown'd your loves, 

Spirit of ELIZABETH arifes. 

ALFRED. 

Say^ who is fhe, in whom the noble graces, 
Th' engaging manner, dignity, and eafe, 
Are join'd with manly fenfe and refolution ? 

* Thi$ xnaf-^u^ yas written to be adcd at Cliffijcn, on ^c biftl^- 
day of her royal kighnefs the princefs Augufta. 



ALFRED. lai 

HERMIT. 
The great Eliza. She, amid a world 
That threatning fwells in high commotion round her; 
Each dangerous date her unrelenting foe. 
And chief a proud enormous empire ftretchM 
O'er half mankind ; with not one friendly power, 
But what her kind creating hand fhall raife 
From out the marfhes of the branching Rhine ; 
And min'd, at home, her ever-tottering throne 
By reftlefs bigots, who, beneath the maik 
Of nnild religion, are to every crime 
Set looie. the faithlefs fons of barbarous zeal : 
Yet ihe fhall crown this happy ifle with peace. 
With arts, with riches, grandeur, and renown ; 
And quell, by turns, the madnefs of her foes. 
As when the winds, from different quarters, urge 
The tempeft on our fliore ; fecure the cliflFs 
Repel its idle rage, and pour it back. 
In broken billows, foaming to the main. 

ALFRED. 
How fhall fhe^ Hermit, gain thefe glorious epds ? 

HERMIT. 
By filent wifdom, whofe informing power 
Works unperceiv'd : that feems in' councilflow ; 
But, when reiblvM, and ripe for execution^ 
That dart« like lightning from the fecret gloom : 
By ever feizing the right point of<uirw^ 
Hertruefl intereft; which "ihe firm piirfues. 
With fleady patience, thro* the maze of ftate. 
The florm of oppofition, the mixt views. 
And thwarting manag'd paflions of mankind ; 
By healing the divifions of her people. 
And fowing the fell peft among her foes : 
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By favingi from the venuia of a courts 

Her treafure ; which, whea fair oocafion calls^ 

She knows to lavifhi in protecting arts. 

In guarding nationsi and in nurfing dates : 

By calling up to power, and public life. 

Each virtue, each ability; jttjhey 

Amid the various worthies glowing round her 

Still (hines the firfl ; the central fun that wakes, 

That rules their every motion : not the flave. 

And paflive property of her own creatures. 

But the great foul that animates her reign. 

That lights it to perfedlion, is the love. 

The confidence unbounded, which her wifdom. 

Her probity and juftice, fhall infpire 

Into the public breaft. Hence cordial faith,. 

Which nought can fhake ; hence unexhaufted treafure : 

And hence, above all mercenary force, 

The hand that by the free-bom heart is raised. 

And guards the blended weal of prince and people. 

She too fhall raife Britannia's naval power ; 

Shall greatly ravifli, from infulting Spain, 

The world-commanding fceptre of the deep. 

ELTRUDA. 

O matchkfs queen ! O glory of her fex ! 

The great idea, father, fills my foul. 

And bids it glow beyond a woman^s pafiions. 

Spirit of WILJLIAM illi arifis. 

HERMIT. 

Once more, O Alfred, raife thine eyes, and mark. 
Who next adorns the fcene, yon laurerd^a</(?. 
Ere yet the age that clos'd this female reign 
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Hath led around its train of circling yea:^^ 
Bli^l Biitain on the verge of ruiix ftand* 
A monarchy loft to greatnefsy to renown, 
The flave of dreaming monks, fhidl fill her throne. 
Weak and aipiring t fbiid of lawlefs rule, 
The lawlefs rule his measl ambidon covets 
Unequal tb ac^uirci Yon prince thou faw'fi. 
To glory tutor'd by the hand fevere 
Of fharp Adverfity, fhall Heaven upraife, 
And injured naticflii ^th jdtit call invoke^ 
Theif liift, th^li* €U{y rrfuge^ Lo i he comes : 
Wide o'er the billows of the boundlefs deep 
His navy. rides triumphant: and the fhores 
Of ihouting Alt>ion echo with his name. 
Immortal Williani ! from before his face, 
Ries Superftition, die^ oppreffive. Power, 
With vile Servility that croiichM and kifs'd 
The whip he 'trembled at. From ttis great hour 
Shall Britain date her rights and laws reftor'd: 
And one high purpofe rule her fovereign's heart; 
To fcourge the pride of France, that foe profcfs*d 
To England and to freedom. Yet I fee. 
From diftant climes in peaceful triumph borne. 
Another king arife! His early youth 
With verdant laurel crown'd, for deeds of arms 
That Reafon*s' voice approves ; for courage, rais'd 
Beyond all aid from paffion, greatly calm ! 
Intrepidly ferene ! — In days of' peace. 
Around his throne the hunian virtues wait. 
And fair adorn him with their mildeft beams ; 
Good without (how, above ambition great ; 
Wife, equal, merciful, the friend of man ! 

O Alfred ! fhould thy fate, long ages hence. 
In meaning fcenes recallM, exalt the joy 
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Of ibme glad feftal day, before ^frhue 

Sprang from that king belovM*— -Hear, gracious Heaven ! 

Thy fbft humanity, thy patriot heart. 

Thy manly virtue, fteddy, great, relblv'd. 

Be his fupreme ambition ! and with theie. 

The happinefs, the glory, that await 

Thy better days, be fliower'd upon his head! 

ALFRED. 

I 

O Hermit ! thou had raisM me to new life ! 

New h(^s, new triumphs fwell my bounding hesurt— ? 

HERMIT. 

It comes ! it comes !— The promised fcene difclofes ! 
Already the great work of Fate begins ! 
The mighty wheels are turning, whence will ipread. 
Beyond the limits of our narrow worldj^ 
The fair dominions, Alfred, of thy fons. 
Behold the warrior bright with Danifh fpoils !-^ 
The ra*uen droops his wings— -and hark ! the trumpe^^ 
Exulting, fpeaks the reft. 



SCENE IV, 

Symphony of martial mufic. 
ALFRED, ELTRUDA, HERMIT, Earl of DEVON, 

followed by Soldiers. 

ALFRED. 

My friend returned ! 
O welcome, Tf^lcome ! but what happy tidings. 
Smile in thy chearfiil countenance ?• 
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DEVON. 

My LiegCy 
Your troops have been iuccefsful. But to Heaven 
Afcend the praife ! For fure th* event exceeds 
The hand of man. 

ALFRED. 

How was it, noble Devon ? 
DEVON. 

You know my caftle is not hence far diftant* 

Thither I fped : and in a Danifh habit 

The trenches paifing, by a fecret way. 

Known to myfelf alone, emerg'd at once 

Amid my joyful foldiers. There I found 

A generous few, the veteran, hardy gleanings 

Of many a h^plefs fight. They .with a fierce 

Heroic fire infpirited each other ; 

Refolv'd on death, difdaining to furvive 

Their deareft country.—" If we fall," I cry'd, 

** Let us not tamely fall like paffive cowards ! 

** No : let us live— or let us die, like men ! 

** Come on, my friends : to Alfred we will cut 

** Our glorious way; or, as we nobly perifh, 

** Will oflfer to the genius of our country 

** Whole hecatombs of Danes." — As if one foul 

Had mov*d them all,. around their heads they flafh'd 

Their flaming faulchions— " Lead us to thofe Danes !— 

** Our country ! —vengeance !" was the general cry. 

Strait on the carelefs drowfy camp we rufli'd : 

And rapid, as the flame devours the flubble. 

Bore down the heartlefs Danes. With this fuccefs 

Our enterprize increased. Not now contented 

To hew a pafTage thro* the flying herd ; 

We, unremitting, urg'd a total rout. 
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The valiant Hubba bites tbe bloody field. 

With twice fix hunted Danes around him ftrow'd. 

ALFRED. 

My glorious friend ! — this adtion has reftor'd 
Our finking country.— What reward can equal 
A deed fo great ? — Is not yon pidhir'd Ra<uen 
Their famous magic ftandard — Emblem fit 
To fpeak the favage genius gf the people- 
That oft has fcatter'd on our troops difmay. 
And feeble conftemation ? 

DEVON, 

*Tis the fame. 
Wrought by the fifters of the Danifh king. 
Of furious Ivar, in a midnight hour : 
While the fick moon, at their enchanted fong. 
Wrapt in pale tempeft, laboured thro' the clouds^ 
The Demons of deffarudion then, they fay, 
Were all abroad, and mixing with the woof 
Their baleful power : the fifters ever fung ; 
** Shake, ftandard, fhake, this ruin on our foes !'' 

HERMIT. 

So thefe infernal powers, with rays of truth. 
Still deck their fables, to delude who truft them. * 

ALFRED. 

But where, my noble coufin, are the reft 
Of your brave troops ? 

DEVON. 

On t'other fide the ftream, 
That half inclo&s this retreat, I left them. 
Rous'd from the fear, with which it was congealed 
As in a froft, the country pours amain. 
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The fpirit of oar anceftors is up. 

The ipirit of the Free ! and with a voice 

That breathes fuccefs, they all demand their king. 

ALFKED. 

Quick, let us join them, and improve their ardor. 
We cannot be too hafty to fecure 
The glances of occaflon. 

SCENE the Laft. 
To them corin, emma, kneeling to Alfred. 

CORIK. 

Good my Liege» 
Pardon the poor unequal entertainment^ 
Which we, unknowing— 

ALFRED. 

Rife, my honeft fhepherd, 
I came to thee a peafant, not a prince : 
Thy rural entertainment was fincere. 
Plain, hofpitable, kind : fuch as, I hope. 
Will ever mark the manners of this nation* 
You friendly lodged me, when by all deferted : 
And (hall have ample recompence* 

CORIN. 

One boon 
Is all I crave* 

ALFRED* 
Good fhepherd, i^ak thy wifh. 

CORIK. 

Permiflion, in your wars, to ferve your Grace : 
For^ tho' here loft in folitary (hades. 
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A fimple fwain, I bear an Englifh heart : 
A heart that bums with rage to fee thofe Danes, 
Thofe foreign ruffians, thofe inhuman pirates. 
Oft Our inferiors prov'd, thus lord it o'er us. 

ALFRED. 

Brave countryman, come on* 'Tis fuch as thou. 
Who from affection ferve, and free-bom zeal. 
To guard whate*er is dear and facred to then^ 
That are a king's beft honour and defence. 

EMMA Jtngs the following 
SONG. 

If thofe, who live in fl)epherd*s bower, 
« Prefs not the rich and. {lately bed : 

The new-mown hay and breathing flower 
A fofter couch beneath thera fpread. 

If thofe, who fit at fliepherd's board. 
Sooth not their tafte bjr wanton art; 

They take what Nature's gift afford. 
And take it with a chearful heart. 

If thofe, who drain the (hepherd^s bowl. 
No high and fparkling wines can boaft; 

With wholefome cups they chear the foul. 
And crown them with the village toaft. 

If thofe, who join in ihepherd's fport. 
Gay-dancing on the daify*d ground, 

I^ave not the fplendor of a court $ 
Yet love adorns the merry round. 

ALFRED. 

My lov'd Eltruda ! thou (halt here remain. 
With gentle Emma, and this reverend hermit. 
Ye filver flreams, that murmuring wind* around 
This du&y fpot, to you I truft my all ! 
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clofe aromid her, woods ! for her, ye vales, 
Tlirow forth your flowers, your fbfteft lap difiufe ! 

And Tjbou ! whofe fecret and ezpanfive hand 
Moves all the fprings of this vaft unlverfe : 
Whofe government aftonilhes ; who here. 
In a few hours, beyond our utmoft hope. 
Beyond our thought, yet doubting, hail cleared up 
The ftorm of fate : preferve wl^^-t thy kind will. 
Thy bountiful appointment, makes fo dear 
To human hearts I preferve my queen and children ! 
Preferve the hopes of England ! while I go 
To finiih thy great work, and fave my country. 

ELTRUDA. 

Go, pay the debt of honour to the public. 
If ever woman, Alfred, lov'd her hufband 
More fondly than herfelf, I claim that virtue. 
That heart-felt happinefs. Yet, by our loves 

1 fwear, that in a glorious death with thee 

I rather would be wrapt, than live long years 
To charm thee from the rugged paths of honour : 
So much I think thee bom for beauteous deeds. 
And the bright courfe of glory. 

ALFRED, 

Matchlefs woman! 
Love, at thy voice, is kindled to ambition. 
Be this my.dearefl: triumph, to approve me 
A hulband worthy of the beil Eltruda* 

HERMIT. 

Behold, my lord, our venerable Bard, 
Aged and blind, him whom the Muies favour. 
Yet ere you go, in our lov'd country's pra^b. 
That nobleft theme, hear what his raptur^ breathes. 

Vol. III. K 
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An ODE. 

When Britain firft, at Heaven^s command 

Arofe from out the azure main } 
Tbh w^s the charter of the land. 
And guardian angels fung this ftrain : 
^* Rule^ Britannia, rule the waves $ 
" Britons never will be flaves,'* 

The nations, ^ot fo bleft as thee, 
Muft, in the)^ turns, to tyrants fall : 

While thou fhalt flouHHi, great and free. 
The dread and envy of them all. 
" Rule, fiff.'* 

Still more majeftic flialt thou rife. 
More dreadful from each foreign ftroke t 

As the loud blaft that tears the (kies. 
Serves but to root thy native oak* 
« Rule, ^r." 

Thee haughty tyrants ne^er ihall tame : 
All their attempts to bend thee down, 

WiU but aroufe thy generous dame $ 
But work their woe, and thy renown* 
« Rule, &e.' 
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To thee belongs the rural reign $ 
Thy cities (hall with cdmmerce (bine s 

All thine ihall be the fubje6l main s 
And every fliore it circles thine* 
« Rule, fife." 

The Mufes, ftill with Freedom found. 

Shall to thy happy coaft repair : 
Bleft ifle ! with matchlefs beauty crown*d. 
And manly hearts to guard the fair. 
<< Rule, Britannia, rule the waves ) 
•* Britons never will be flaves*** 
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HERMIT* 
Alfred, go forth ! lead on the radiant years. 
To thee reveal'd in vifion. — Lo ! they rife ! 
Lo ! patriots, heroes, fages, crowd to birth : 
And bards to fing them in imniortal verfe I 
I fee thy commerce, Britain, grafp the world : 
All nations fenre thee ; every foreign flood, 
Subjeded pays its tribute to the Thames. 
Thither the golden South obedient pours 
His funny treafures : thither the foft £aft 
Her fpices, delicacies, gentle gifts : 
And thither his rough trade the fiormy North. 
See, where beyond the vaft Atlantic furge. 
By boldeft keels tmtouch'd, a dreadful (pace ! 
Shores, yet unfound, arife I in youthful prime, 
With towering forefts, mighty rivers crown*d : 
Thefe ftoop to Britain's thunder. This new world,* 
Shook to its centre, trembles at her name : 
And there her fons, with aim exalted, fow 
The feeds of riiing empire, arts, and arms. 

Britons, proceed, the (ubjedt Deep command. 
Awe with your navies every hoftile land. 
Vain are their threats, their armies all are vain: 
They rule the balanced world, who rule the main. 
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THIS Play is confiderably ihortcned in the pcr» 
formance ; but I hope it will not be difagreeable to 
the Reader to fee it as it was at firft written; there 
being a great difference betwixt a play in the clofet» 
and upon the ftage. 



TO 



HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 



FREDERICK, 



PRINCE OF WALES. 



THE honour your royal highness bas done 
me in the proteAion you was pleafed to give to 
this tragedy, emboldens me to lay it now at your feet, 
and beg your permiffion to publift it under your 
Royal patronage. The favouring and protecting of 
letters has been, in all ages and countries, one 
diftinguifhing mark of a great prince; and that with 
good reafon, not only as it ihews a juftnefs of tafte 
and elevation of mind, but as the influence of fuch 
a protedkion, by exciting good writers to labour 
with more emulation in the improvement of their 
feveral talents, not a little contributes to the em* 
bellifhment and inftrudtion of fociety. But of all the 
different fpecies of writing, none has fuch an effedl 
upon the lives and manners of men, as the dnir 
matic ; and therefore, that of all others mod de- 
fences the attention of princes; who, by a judicious 
approbation of fuch pieces as tend to prompte all 
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DEDICATION. 

public and private virtue, may, more than by 
any coercive methods, fecure the purity of the ftage ; 
and in confequence thereof greatly advance the 
morals and politenefs of their people. How eminently 
your ROYAi. HIGHNESS has always extended your 
favour and patronage to every art and fcience, and 
in a particular manner to dramatic performances, 
is too well known to the world for mie to mention 
it here. Allow me only to wifli, that what I have 
now th^ honour tp oiBFet tp your s.oyai; richness, 
may be judged not unworthy of your protection, at 
leaft in th&fentiments which it inculcates. A warm 
and grateful fenfe of your goodnefs to me, makes 
me defirous to feize every occafion of declaring in 
public, yr'ixh. "^hat profound refped): and dutiful ai^T 
tachmei^t I am, 

SIR, 

YOUR. ROYAL HIGHN&SS*3 

Moft obliged, 

Moft obedient, and 
Moft devoted Servant, 

JAMES THOMSON. 



PROLOGUE. 

BOLD is the man ! who^ in this nicer age, 
Prefumes to tread the chafte correfled ftage* 
Now, with gay tinfei arts, we can no more 
Conceal the want of Nature*s fterling ore. 
Our fpells are yanifh'd, broke our magic wand^ 
That usM to waft you over Tea and land* 
Before your li^bt the fairy people fade. 
The demons fly— The ghof( itfelf is laid. 
In vain of martial fcenes the loud alarms. 
The mighty prompter thundering out to acmsy 
The playhoufe pofTe clattering from afar. 
The clofe-wedgM battle^ and the din of war. 
Now, even the fenate feldom we convene ; 
The yawning fathers nod behind the fcene. 
Your tafte rejefls the glittering falfe fubliine^ 
To figh in metaphor, and die in rhyme. 
High rant is tumbled from his gallery throne i 
Defcription, dreams— nay, fimilies are gone. 

What fhall we then ? to pleafe you how devift 
Whofe judgment fits not in your ears and eyes ? 
Thrice happy ! could we catch great SbAkegi>taw*s art^ 
To trace the deep recefles of the heart; 
His fimple plain fublime, to which is given 
To ftrike the foul with darted flame from heaven s 
Could we awake foft Qtway^s tender woe. 
The pomp of verfe, and golden lines of Rffvn^ 

We to your hearts apply: let them attend; 
Before their filent candid bar we bend. 
If warm'd, they liften, ^tis our nobleft praife^ 
If cold, they wither all the Mufe's bays. 
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A C T I. S C E N E I. 

AH fatal day to Sicily ! The king 
Approaches his la/^^ftoii|ents 1 

80 ^tjs fearM. 

The death oFthofe diftinguifli'd by their &aUo% 
But by their virtue more, awakes the mind . 
To fplemn dread, and ilri]s:es a faddenihg' awe : 
Not that we grieve £or them, but for ourfelves. 
Left tp the tQil of life—And' yet the befl 
Are, bjrrthjQ^. phyful children |^this world, : . 
At once i^gcj^t^ ?% th^M h^4;&ever been. < 

Laura, 't^ iaiAr^^y^^>^ '^ fotnfe^mes chs^^g^ 
With a pi^f^^ditc fadaeff : fach, methinks. 
Now haogj^of^^nie. The king's appcoachmg deatik 
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Suggefts a thoufand fears. What troubles thence 
May throw the ftate once more into coxifufion^ 
lyhat fiidden changes in my father's houfe 
May rife, and part me from my deareft Tancred^ 
Alarms my thought. 

LAURA. 

The fears of love-fick &ncy ! 
Perverfely bufy to torment itfelf. 
But be affur*d, your father's fteady friendfhip^ 
Join'd to a certain genius, that commands. 
Not kneels to fortune, will fupport and cherifh^ 
Here in the public eye of Sicily, 
This— I may call him — his adopted &n. 
The noble Tancred, form'd to all his virtues. 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Ah formed to charm his daughter '.—This fair mom 
Has tempted far the chace. Is he not yet 
Retum'd. 

LAURA. 

No. — ^When your father to the king. 
Who now expiring lies, was call'd in hafte. 
He fent each way his niefleng^rs to find him ; 
With fuch a look of ardor and impatiencq. 
As if this near event was to count Tancred 
Of more importance than I comprehend* 

SIGISMUNDA. 

There lies, my Laura, o*er my Tancrcd's birth 
A cloud I cannot pierce. With princely accofi;. 
Nay, with refped, which oft I have obfervM, 
Stealing at times iubmiffive o'er his features. 
In Belmont's woods my father rearM this youth— 
Ah woods ! where firft my artlefs boibm learnt 
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The llglis of loYe.— He gives him out the fon 

Of an old friend, a baron of Apulia, 

Who in the late crufado bravely feU. 

But then ^tis flrange ; is all his family 

As well as father dead ? and all their friendsf 

Except my fire^ the generous good Siffiredi ? 

Had he a mother^ fifter, brother, left, 

The lad remain of kindred ; with what pride. 

What rapture, might they fly o'er earth and fea, 

^o clsum this rifmg honour of their blood ! 

This bright unknown i this all-accomplifh'd youth ! 

Who charms — ^too much— the heart of Sigifsnunda! 

Laura, perhaps your brother knows him better. 
The friend and partner of his freed hours. 
What fays Rodolpho ? Does he truly credit 
This ftpry of his birth ? 

JUAURA» 

He has fometimes. 
Like you, his doubts ; yet, when maturely weigh'd. 
Believes it true. As for lord Tancred's felf. 
He never entertained the flighteft thought 
That verg'd to doubt ; but oft laments his Hate, 
By cruel fortune fo ill-pair'd to yours. 

SIGISMUNDA. 
Merit like his, the fortune of the mmd. 
Beggars all wealth—Then, to your brother, Lauraf 
He talks of me ? 

LAURA. 

Of nothing elle. However 
The talk begin, it ends with SigSfmunda. 
Their morning, noontide, and their eveiung walks 
Are full of you ; and all the woods of Belmont 
Inamour'd with your name* 
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smisMu^DA. 

Away, my friend $ 
You i^attei*— — yet the tiear delufion charms. 

I.AURA4 

No, Sigifinu&dai tis the ftriaeft frnth. 

Nor half the truth, I tell you; Even with fondncft 

My brother talks for ever of the paffion 

That fires young T^cred*s breaft. So much ft iHrikes hiihji 

He praifes love as ff he were a lover. 

H^ Manias Ae falfe purfuits oJF vagrant ybulhi 

Calls theift gij folly, a miftaken ftruggle 

Agaiuft b^ft-judgiiig Nature. Heaven, he fays, 

In lavifh bounty ft)rm*d the heart for Idve ; 

In love incMded all the finer jfeeds 

Of honour, virtue, friendfhip, pureft blifi-^-i-i- 

SIGISlklltNOA. 
Virtuous Rodblpho ! 

LAURA. 

Then his pldaibg theme 
|Ie varies to the praifes of joiJt lover— —^ 

SIGIR^kUKDA. 
And what) my Laura, £iys hte on the fubjeA i 

LAtTRA« 
Hfe &ys, that, \hb* hfe wfere hot nobly Ibbrh, 
Nature has form'd him noble, generous, bravCf 
Truly magnanimous, and waaifaly fcoming 
Whatever bears the fmaUeft taiilt of bafenefs : 
That every eafj" virenfc is his owii j 
Not learnt by painM labour, but infpir'dy 
Implanted in his foul— Chiefly tab chaitn 
He in his graceful charaaer efa&rves ; 
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That tho' his paffions bum with high impatieace. 
And fometimesy from a noble heat of nature. 
Are r^ady to fly off; yet the kail theck 
Of rulihg ^afon brings them batk to tempetv 
And gentle IMtnd^ 

SIGISMUNDA* 

True ! O tnie» tlodolpho ! 
Bleft be thy kindred worth for loving his ! 
He is all warmth^ all amiable fire, 
All quick heroic af dor ! tempered foft 
With gentlenefs of hearty and manly reaibn ! 
If Virtue were to wear a human fcNrm, 
To light it with her dignity and flame. 
Then foft^ning mix her fmiles and tender graces ; 
O fhe would chufe the perfon dfiiiy Tancred ! 
Qo on, mj friend, ge> oii, tad cvei: ptzxk him ; 
The ful]jed knows no bounds, nor can I tire. 
While my breaft trembles to that fweeteft mu&c ! 
The fieart of woman taftes no truer joy. 
Is never flatter'd with fuch dear enchantment ■ 
Tis more than (elfifli vamty-^as when v 

She hears the ptaifes of the msUi fhe lovess-^— • 

LAURA. 

Madam, your father comes. 

S C £ N E n. 

SIlTFREDY^ SIGlSMUNDAi LAUllA. 

SIFFRBDI. 

[To an AttenJanf as hi nUrt* 

Loi'd Tancred then 
li fdttnd ? 
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ATTENDANT. 

My Iprdy be quickly will be bere. 
I fcarce could keep before bim, tbo' be bid mc, 
Speed on» to fay be would attend your orders, 

•SIFFREDI. 

Tis well— retire— You, too, my daugbter, leave mc. 

SIGISMUNDA. 
I go, my fatber— But bow fares tbe king i 

' SIFFREDI. 

He is no more* Gone to tbat awful date, 
Wberc kings tbe crown wear only of tbeir virtues. 

SIGISMUNDA. 

How brigbt muft tben be bis !«»Tbis ftroke is fudden. 
He was tbis morning well, wben to tbe cbace 
Lord Tancred went.. 

SIFFREDI* 

/ *Tis true. But at bis years 

Deatb gives fhort notice— >Drooping nature tben, 
Witbout a guft of pain to {hake it, falls. 
His deatb, my daugbter, was tbat bappy period 
Wbicb few attain. Tbe duties of bis day 
Were all difcbarg'd, and gratefully enjoy'd 
It's nobleft bleffings ; calm as evening ikies. 
Was bis pure mind, and ligbted up witb bopes 
Tbat open beaven ; wben, for bis laft long ileep 
Timely prepared, a lai£tude of life, 
A pleafing wearinefs of mortal joy. 
Fell on bis foul, and down be funk to reft. 
O may my deatb be fucb !— — He but one wifb 
Left unfulfili'd, wbicb was to fee count Tancred* 
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SIGISMUNDA. 

To fee count Tancred ! — Pardon me, piy lord——- 

SIFFREDI. 

For what, my daughter ? — But, with ftich emotion. 
Why did you ftart at mention of count Tancred ? 

SIGISMUNDA. . . 

Nothing — I only hop'd the dying kin^ 

Might mean to make fome generous juft providon 

For this your worthy charge, this noble orphan. 

SIFFREDI. 
And he has done it largely — Leave me now — 
I want fbme private conference with lord Tancred. 

SCENE iir. 

SIFFREDI alone* 

My doubts are but too true— If thefe olJ eyes 
Can trace the marks of love, a mutual paffion 
Has feiz'd, I fear, my daughter and this prince, 
My fovereign now— Should it be fo ? Ah there. 
There lurks a brooding tempeft, that may (hake 
My long concerted fcheme, to fettle firm 
The public peace and welfare, which the king 
Has made the prudent bafis of his will— 
Away ! unworthy views ! you (hall not tempt me ! 
Nor intereft, nor ambition fliall feduce 
My fixt refolve— perifh the felfifii thought. 
Which our own good prefers to that of millions !— 
He comes— my king— unconfcious of his fortune. 

Vol. III. L 
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SCENE IV. 

TANCRED, SIFFRlEDI. 

TANCRED. 

My lord Siffredi, in your looks I read. 
Confirmed, the mournful news that fly abroad 
From tongue to tongue — ^Wc then, at laft, have loft 
The good old king ? 

SIFFREDI* 

Yes, "We have loft a father ! 
The greateft bleffing Heaven beftows on mortals. 
And feldom found amidft thefe wilds of time. 
A good, a worthy king !— Hear me, my Tancred, 
And I will tell thee, in a few plain words. 
How he deferv'd that beft, that glorious title. 
^Tis nought complex, *tis clear as truth and virtue. 
He lov'd his people, deem'd them all his children ; 
The good exalted, and deprefs'd the bad. 
He fpum'd the flattering crew, with fcorn reje^ed 
Their fmooth advice that only means themfelves. 
Their fchemes to aggrandize him into bafenefs : 
Nor did he lefs difdain the fecret breath. 
The whifper'd tale, that blights a virtuous name. 
He fought alone the good of thofe for whom 
He was entrufted with the fovereign power : 
Well knowing that a people in their rights 
And induftry proteded ; living fafe 
Beneath the facred fhelter of the laws. 
Encouraged in their genius, arts, and labours^ 
And happy each as he himfelf deferves. 
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Arc ne'er ungrateful. With unfparing hand 
They will for him provide : their filial love 
And confidence are his unfailing treafure. 
And every honeH man his faithful guard. 

• TANCRED. 

A general face of grief o'erfpreads the city. 

I marked the people, as I hither came, 

In crowds aflembled, ftruck with filent forrow, 

And pouring forth the nobleft praife of tears. 

Thofe, whom remembrance of their former woes. 

And long experience of the vain illufions 

Of youthful hope, had into wife confent 

And fear of change corredled, wrung their hands^ 

And often calling up their eyes to heaven. 

Gave fign of fad conjecture. Others fhew'd. 

Athwart their grief, or real or affefled, 

A gleam of expectation, from what chance 

And change might bring. A mingled murmur run 

Along the ftreets ; and, from the lonely court 

Of him who can no more aflift their fortunes, 

I faw the "tourtier-fry, with eager hafte. 

All hurrying to Conftantia. 

SIFFREDI. 

Noble youth ! 
I joy to hear from thee thefe juft refledtions. 
Worthy of riper years— But if they feek 
Conftantia, truft me, they miftake their courfe. 

TANCRED. 

How ! is (he not, my lord, the late king's fifter, 
Heir to the crown of Sicily ? the laft 
Of our fam'd Norman line, and now our queen ? 

L 2 
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SIFFREDI. 

Tancred, 'tis true ; fhe is the late king's fifter. 
The fole furviving oflPspring of that tyrant 
William the Bad— fo for his vices ftil'd 5 
Who fpilt much noble blood, and fore opprefs'd 
Th* exhaufted land : whence grievous wars arofe. 
And miany a dire convulfion fhook the date. 
When he, whofe death Sicilia mourns to-day, 
William, who has and well deferv'd the name 
Of Good, fucceeding to his father's throne, 
Rellev'd his country's woes— But to return- 
She is the late king's fifter, bom fbme months 
After the tyrant's death, but not next heir. 

TANCRED. 

You much furprife me — May I then prefumc 
To afk who is ? 

SIFFREDI. 

Come nearer, noble Tancred, 
Son of my care ! I muft, on this occafion, 
Confult thy generous heart ; which, when conducted 
By reditude of mind and honeft virtues, 
Gives better counfel than the hoary head— 
Then know, their lives a prince, here in Palermo, 
The lineal offspring of our famous hero, 
Roger the Firft. 

TANCRED. 

Great Heaven !— How far remov'd 
From that our mighty founder ? 

SIFFREDI. 

His great grandfbn : 
Sprung from his eldeil fon, who died untimely. 
Before his father. 
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■s. 

TANCRED- 

Ha ! the prince you mean 
Is he not Manfred's fon ? The generous, brave. 
Unhappy Manfred ! whom the tyrant William 
You juft now mentioned, not content to fpoil 
Of his paternal crown, thr^w into fetters, 
And infaipouljy marder'd f 

SIFFREDI. 

Yes— the. fame. 

TANCRED. 

By Heavens ! I joy to find our Noynian reign,. 
The world's fole light amidft thefe barbarous ages ! 
Yet rears its head ; and fhall not, from the lance, 
Pafs to the feeble diftaflF — But this pripce 
Where has he lain conceal'd ? 

SIFFREpr, 

The late good king, 
By noble pity mov'd, contriv'd to fave him 
From his dire father's unrelenting rage. 
And had him rear'd in private, as became 
His birth and hopes, with high and princely nurture. 
Till now, too young to rule a troubled ft^tQ, 
By civil broils mod miferably torn. 
He in his fafe retreat has lain conceal'd. 
His birth and fortune to himfelf unknown ; 
But when the dying king to me entrufted. 
As to the chancellor of the realm, his will, 
His fucceflbr he nam'd him. 

TANCRED. 

Happy youth ! 
He then will triumph o'er his father's foes. 
O'er haughty Ofmond, and the tyrant's daughter. 

L3 
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SIFFREDI. 

Ay, that Is what I dread— that heat of youth ; 

There lurks, I fear, perdition to the (late. 

I dread the horrors of rekindled war : 

Tho' dead, the tyrant ftill is to be fearM ; 

His daughter's party ftill is ftrong, and numerous : 

Her friend, earl Ofmond, conftable of Sicily, 

Experienced, brave, high-bom, of mighty intereft. 

Better the prince and princefs fliould by marriage 

Unite their friends, their intereft and their claims ; 

Then will the peace and welfare of the land 

On a firm bafis rife. 

TANCRED, 

My lord Siftredi, 
If by inyfelf I of this prince may judge. 
That fcheme will fcarce fucceed — Your prudent age 
In vain will cotmfel, if the heart forbid it— 
But wherefore fear ? The right is clearly his ; 
And, under your dire<5tion, with each man 
Of worth, and ftedfaft loyalty, to back 
At once the king's appointment and his birthright, 
There is no ground for fear. They have great oddS| 
Againft th* aftonifh'd fons of violence. 
Who fight with awful juftice on their fide. 
All Sicily will roufe, all faithful hearts 
Will range themfelves around prince Manfred's fon. 
For me, I here devote me to the fervice 
Of this young prince ; I every drop of blood 
Will lofe with joy, with tranfport in his caufe— 
Pardon my warmth — but that, my lord, will never 
To this decifion come — ^Then find the prince ^ 
Lofe not a moment to awaken in him 
7 he royal foul. Perhaps he now defponding 
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Pines in a comer> and laments his fortune ; 
That in the narrower bounds of private life 
He muft confine his aims, thofe fwelling virtues 
Which from his noble father he inherits. 

SIFFREDI. 
Perhaps, regardlefs, in the common bane 
Of youth he melts, in vanity and love. 
But if the feeds of virtue glow within him, 
I will awake a higher fenfe, a love 
That grafps the loves and happinefs of millions. 

TANCRED* 

Why that furmife ? Or fhould he love, Siffredi, 

I doubt not, it is nobly, which will raife 

And animate his virtues— O permit me 

To plead the caufe of youth— Their virtue oft 

In pleafure's foft enchantment lull'd a while 

Forgets itfelf 5 it fleeps and gayly dreams, 

Till great occafion roufe it : Then all flame, 

It walks abroad, with heightened foul and vigour. 

And by the change aftoniflies the world. 

Even with a kind of fympathy, I feel 

The joy that waits this prince ; when all the powers, 

Th* expanding heart can wiih, of doing good ; 

Whatever fwells ambition, or exalts 

The human ibul into divine emotions, 

All crowd at once upon him. 

SIFFREDI. 

Ah, my Tancred, 
Nothing fo eafy as in {peculation, 
And at a diftance feen, the courfe of honour, 
A fair delightful champain ftrew'd with flowers. 
But when the praftice comes ; when our fond paflions, 
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Fleafure, and pride, and felf-indulgencei throw 
Their magic duft around, the proipe^t roughens : 
Then dreadful pafTes, craggy mountains rife. 
Cliffs to be fcal'd, and torrents to be ftemm'd : 
Then toil enfues, and perfeverance ftern j 
And endlefs combats with our groffer fenfe, 
Oft loft, and oft renew'd 5 and generoifs pain 
For others felt ; and, harder leflbn ftill ! 
Our honeft blifs for others facrific'd ; 
And all the rugged talk of virtue quails 
The ftouteft heart of common refolution. 
Few get above this turbid fcene of ftrife. 
Few gaip the fummit, breathe that pureft air. 
That heavenly ether, which untroubled fees 
The ftorm of vice and paflion rage below, 

TANCRED. 
Moft true, my lord^ But why thus augur ill ? 
You feem to doubt this prince, I know him not. 
Yet olj, methinks, my heart could anfwer for him ! 
The juncture is fo high, fo ftrong the gale 
That blows from heaven, as thro' the deadeft foul 
Might breathe the godlike energy of virtue. 

SIFFREDI. 
Hear him, immortal fhades of his great fathers I— * 

Forgive me. Sir, this trial of your heart : 
Thou I Thou art he ! 

TANCRED. 
Siffredi ! 

ISIFFREDI. 

Tancred, thou I 
TJiou art the man, of aU the many thoufands 



TANCRED AND SIGISMUNDA. 155 

That tqil upon the bofom of this ifle 

By Heaven eledted to command the reft. 

To rule, prote<ft them, and to make them happy ! 

TANCRED. 
Manfred my father ! I the laft fupport 
Of the fam'd Norman line, that awes the world ! 
I ! who this morning wander'd forth an orphan, 
Outcaft of all but thee, my fecond father ! 
Thus call'd to glory ! to the firft great lot 
Of human kind ! — O wonder-working Hand 
That, in majeflic filenoe, fways at will 
The mighty movements of unbounded nature ; 

grant me. Heaven ! the virtues to fuftain 
This awful burden of fo many heroes ! 
Let me not be exalted into fhame. 

Set up the worthlefs pageant of vain grandeur. 

Meantime I thank the juftice of the king. 
Who has my right bequeath'd me. Thee, Siffiredi, 

1 thank thee— O I ne'er enough can thank thee ! 
Yes, thou haft been— thou art — fljalt be my father ! 
Thou (halt diredl my unexperienced years, 

Shalt be the ruling head, and I the hand* 

SIFFREDI. i' 

It is enough for me — to fee my fovereign 
Aflert his virtues, and maintain his honour^ 

TANCRED. 

I think, my lord, you faid the king committed 

To you l^is will. I hope it is not clogg'd 

With any bafe conditions, any claufe. 

To tyrannize my heart, and to Conftantia 

EnUave my h^d devoted to another. 

The hint you juft now gave of that alliancei 
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You muft imagine, wakes my fcan But know^ 

In this alone I. will not bear difpute. 

Not even from thee, Si&edi ! — Let the council 

Be ftrait affembled, and the will there openM : 

Thence iffue fpeedy orders to convene. 

This day ere noon, the fenate 2 where thofe barons^ 

Who now are in Palermo, will attend, 

To pay their ready homage to the king. 

Their rightful king, who claims his native crown. 

And will not he. a king by deeds and parchments. 

SIFFREDI. 
I go, my liege. But once again permit me 
To tell you— -Now, now, is the trying crifis. 
That muft determine of your future reign. 
O with heroic rigour watch your heart I 
And to the fovereign duties of the king, 
Th' unequal'd pleafures of a God on earth. 
Submit the common joys, the common paflions. 
Nay, even the virtues of the private man. 

TANCRED. 

Of that no more. They not oppofe, but aid. 
Invigorate, cherifh, and reward each other. 
The kind all-ruling Wifdom is no tyrant. 

SCENE V. 

TANCRED ahne» 
Now, generous Sigifmunda, comes my turn 
To fliew my love was not of thine unworthy. 
When fortune bade me blufh to look to thee. 
But what is fortune to the wifh of love ? 
A miferable bankrupt ! G 'tis poor, 
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'Tis fcanty all, wliate'er we can beftow ! 
The wealth of kings is wretchednefs and want I— 
Quick, let me find her ! tafte that higheft joy, 
Th' exalted heart can know, the mixt effufion 
Of graUtude and love !— Behold, ihe comes I 



S C E N E VI. 
TANCRJBDj SIGISMUNDA. 

TANCRED, 

My fluttering foul was all on wing to£nd thee. 
My love ! my Sigifmunda! 

SIGISMUNDA. 

O my Tancred ! 
Tell me, what means this myftery and gloom 
That lowrs around ? Jufl now, involved in thought. 
My father fhot athwart me— You, my lord, 
Seem ftrangely mov'd— I fear fome dark event 
From the king's death to trouble our repofe. 
That tender calm we in the woods of Belmont 

So happily enjoyed Explain this hurry, 

What means it ? Say. 

■ 

TANCRED. 

It means that we are happy ! 
Beyond our moft romantic wifhes happy ! 

SIGISMUNDA. 
You but perplex me more. 

TANCRED. 

It means, my fairefl: ! 
That thou art queen of Sicily ; and I 
The happieft of mankind ! than monarch more ! 
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Becaufe with t)i^ I can adorn my throne. 
Manfredy who fell by tyrant William's rage, 
Fam'd Roger's lineal iiTue, was my father. 

You droop, my love ; dejefl:ed on a fudden ; 
You feem to mourn my fortune— The foft tear 
Springs in thy eye — O let me kifs it ojff— * 
Why this, my Sigtfmunda ? 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Royal Tancred, 
None at your glorious fortune can like me 
Rejoice ;— yet me alone, of all Sicilians, 
It makes unhappy. 

TANCRED. 

I fhould hate it then ! 
Should throw, with fcom, the fplendid ruin from me !— 
No, Sigifmunda, 'tis my hope with thee 
To fhare it, whence it draws its richeft value. 

SIGISMUNDA. 

You are my fovereign — I at humbly diftance— — *• 

TANCRED. 

Thou art my queen ! the fovereign of my foul !'] 
You never reign'd with fuch triumphant luftre. 
Such winning charms as now ; yet, thou art ftill 
The dear, the tender, generous Sigifmunda [ 
Who, witli a heart exalted far above 
Thofe felfifh views that charm the common bread. 
Stooped from the height of life and courted beauty^ 
Then, then, to love me, when I feem'd of fortune 
The hopelefs Qutcaft, when 1 had no friend. 
None to proteft and own me but thy father. 
And would'ft thou claim all goodnefs to thyfelf ? 
Canft thou thy Tancred deem fo dully form*d, 
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Of fuch grofs clay, juft as I reach the point— 
A point my wildeft hopes could never image — 
In that great moment, full of every virtue. 
That I fliould then fo mean a traitor prove 
To the bed blif^ and honour of mankind. 
So much diigrace the human heart, as then. 
For the dead form of flattery and pomp. 
The fait^efs joys of courts, to quit kind truth. 
The cordial fweets of friendlhip and of love. 
The life of life ! my all, my Sigifmunda ! 
I could upbraid thy fears, caU them unkind. 
Cruel, unjuft, an outrage to my heart. 
Did they not fpring from love. 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Think not, my lord. 
That to fUch vulgar doubts I can defcend. 
Your heart, I know, difdains the little thought 
Of changing with the vain external change 
Of ctrcumftance and fortune. Rather thence 
It would, with rifmg ardour, greatly feel 
A npble pride to fhew itfelf the fame. 
But, ah ! the hearts of kings are not their own. 
There is a haughty duty that fubje^s them 
To chains of ilate, to wed the public welfare. 
And not indulge the tender private virtues. 
Some high-defcended princefs, who will bring 
New power and interefl to your throne, demands 
Your royal hand — perhaps Conftantia— — 

TANCRED. 

She! 
O name her not ! Were I this moment free. 
And difengag'd as he who never felt 
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The powerful eye of beauty, never figh'd 

For matchlefs worth like thine, I fhould abhor 

All thoughts of that alliance. Her fell father 

Mod bafely muf der'd mine ; and (he, his daughter. 

Supported by his barbarous party ftill. 

His pride inherits, his imperious fpirit. 

And infolent pretenfions to my throne* 

And canft thou deem me then fo poorly tame, 

So cool a traitor to my father's blood. 

As from the prudent cowardice of ftate 

E'er to fubmit to fuch a baf^ propofal ? 

Detefted thought ! O doubly, doubly hateful ! 

From the two ftrongeft paffions ; from averfloa 

To this Conftahtia — and from love to thee. 

Cuftom, 'tis true, a venerable tyrant. 
O'er fervile man extends her blind dominion : 
I jThe pride of kings enflaves them ; their ambition, 
iiOr intereft, lords it o'er the better paifions. 
iJBut vain their talk, mafk'd under fpecious words 
IjOf ftation, duty, and of public good : 
'hey whom juft. Heaven has to a throne exalted, 
'o guard the rights and liberties of others, 
'hat duty binds them to betray their own ? 
' or mje, , my free-bom heart fhall bear no didtates, 
lut thofe of truth and honour ; wear no chains, 
►ut the dear chains of love and Sigifmunda ! 
Or if indeed my choice muft be direded 
By views of public good, whom fbaU I chufc 
So fit to grace, to dignify a crown. 
And beam fweet mercy on a happy people. 
As thee, , my love ? whom place upon my throne 
But thee, defcended from the good SiflPredi ! 
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'Tis fit that heatt be thine^ which drew from him 
Whatever can malde it worthy thy acceptance. 

5IGISMUNDA. 

Ceafe» ceafe» to raife my hopes above my duty. 
Charm me no more, my Tancred ! — O that we 
In thofe bleft woods, where firft yoU won my foul. 
Had pafs'd our gentle days : far from the toil 
And pomp of courts I Such is the wifh of love ; 
Of love, that, with delightful weaknefs, knows 
No blifs and no ambition but itfelf. 
But, in the world's full light, thofe charming dreams, 
Thofe fond illufions vanifh. Awful duties. 
The tyranny of men, even your own heart. 
Where lurks a fenfe your paffion ftifles now. 
And proud imperious honour, call you from me. 
'Tis all in vain— You cannot hufh a voice 
That murmurs here— I muft not be perfuaded ! 

TANCREDy kneeling. 
Hear me, thou foul of all my hopes and wifhes ! 
And witnefs. Heaven ! prime fource of love and joy ! 
Not a whole warring world combin'd againft me ; 
Its pride, its fplendor, its impofing forms. 
Nor intereft, nor ambition, nor the face 
Of folemn ftate, not even thy father's wifdom, 
Sh^ll ever fhake my faith to Sigifmunda ! 

[Trumpets and acclamations beard. 
But, hark ! the public voice to duties call me, - 
Which with unweary'd zeal I will difcharge ; 
And thou, yes thou, Ihalt be my bright reward- 
Yet— ere I go— to hufli thy lovely fears. 
Thy delicate objcdtions [fwrites bis name. 

Take this blank, 
Sign'd with my name, and give it to thy father ; 
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Tell hiniy 'tis taj command it be fili'd up 
With a moft ftrid and folemn marriage-conti'adt*^ 
How dear each tie ! how charming to my foul ! 
That more unites me to my Sigifmunda. 



For thee and for my people's good to live. 
Is all the blifs which fovereign power can give. 
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A C T IL S C E N E I. 

siFFREDi, aloni. . 

QO far *tis well — The late king's will proceeds 
^^ Upon the plan I counfel'd ; that prince Tancred 
Shall make Conftantia partner of his throne< 

great, O wilh'd event f Whence the dire feeds 
Of dark inteftine broils, of civil war, 

And all its dreadful miferies and crimes, 
Shall be for ever rooted from the land. 
May thefe dim eyes, long blafted by the rage 
Of cruel fadtion and my country's woes, 
Tir*d with the toils and vanities of life. 
Behold this period, then be clos'd in peace ! 
But how this mighty obftacle furmount,* 
Which love has thrown betwixt ? Love, that difturbs 
The fchemes of wifdom ftill i that, wing'd with paffiouy 
Blind and imp^ttloud in Its fOnd ptlrfuits. 
Leaves the grey-headed reafbn far behind. 
Alas ! how frail the ftate of human blifs ! 
When even our honefl pafEons oft deftroy it. 

1 was to blame, in foUtude and fhades, 
Infedious fcenes ! to truft their youthful hearts. 
Would I had markM the rifing flame ! that now 
Bums out with dangerous force— My daughter own$ 
Her paffion for the king j fhe trembling own*d it. 
With prayers and tears and tender fupplications. 
That almoft (hook my firmnefs — And this blank. 
Which his rafh fondnefs gave her, (hews how mitclr. 
To what a wild extravagance he loves— 

I fee no means*4c foils my deepeft thought*** 
Vol. III. M 
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How to controul this madnefs of the king. 

That wears the face of virtue, and will thence 

Difdain reftraint, will from his generous heart 

Borrow new rage» even fpecioufly oppofe 

To reafon reafon—But it muft be done. 

My own advice, of which I more and more 

Approve, the drift conditions of the will. 

Highly demand his marriage wit^ Conftantia ; 

Or elfe h^r party has a fair pret;ence— 

And gU, ^t 04ce, is horror tmd cpijfufijCMi— 

How iffue from, this maze ? — The crowding barons. 

Here fummop'd to the palace, meet already. 

To pay their homage, and confirm the will. 

On a few moments hangs the public fate. 

On a few haf^y moments— Ha ! there fhone 

A gleam of hope-^Yes — with this very paper 

I yet will favc him^Neceffary means 

For good and noble ends can ne'er be wrong. 

In that reiiiUefs^ that peculiar cafe. 

Deceit is truth and virtue — But h9W hold 

This lion in the toil ^^^-O I will form it 

Of fuch a fatal thread, twiil it fo ftrong 

W\fh all the ties of honour and of duty. 

That his moft dei^erate fury (hall not break 

The honeft fnare— Here is the royal hand— 

I will beneath it write a perfed, full. 

And abfolute agreement to the will ; 

Which read before the nobles of the r^alm 

Aflembled, in the (acred face of Sicily, 

Conftantia prefent, every heart and eye 

Fix'd on their monarch, every topgue applaudingji 

He muft fubmit, his dream of love muft vanifh-^ 

It (hall be done ! To me, I know, 'tis ruin; 

But fafety to the public, to the king. 
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I Dnll not reafon more» I will net liften 
Even to the Toice of honour— No— 'tis fixM I 
I here devote me for my prince and country ; 
Let them be £ife, and let me nobly perifh I 

Behold earl 0£aiond comes ; without whofe aid 
My fchemes are all in vain. 



SCENE II. 

OSMOND^ SIFFREDI* 

OSMOND. 

My lord Siffredi, 
I from the council haften'd to Conftantia, 
And have accomplifb'd what we there propos'd« 
The princefs to the will fubmits her claims. 
She with her prefence means to grace the fenate. 
And of your royal charge young Tancred's hand 
Accept. At firfti indeed* it (kock'd her hopes . 
Of reigning fole» this new furpriiing. fcene 
Of Manfred's fon, appointed by the king 
With her joint heir— —•But Ifo fully. Ihew'd 
The juftice of the cafe, the public good 
And fure eftablilh'd peace which thence would riie, 
Joined to the ftrong neceffity that urg'd her. 
If on Sicilians throne (he* meant to fit. 
As to the wife difpofal of the will 
Her high ambition tam'ds Methought, befldes, 
I could difcem that not from prudence merely 
She to this choice fubmitted. 

SIFFREOI. 

Noble Ofinondt 
You have in this done to the public great 

M 2 
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And fignal fervice. Yes, I nrnft avow it ; 
This frank and ready inftance of your zeal^ 
In fuch a trying crifis of the ftate. 
When intereft and ambition might have warp'd 
Your views ; I own, this truly generous virtue 
Upbraids the raflmefs of my former judgment. 

OSMOND. 

Siffredi, no. — ^To you belongs the praife ; 
The glorious work is yours. Had I not feiz*d. 
Improved the wilh'd occafion to root out 
Divifion from the land, and fave my country, 
I had been bafe, been infamous for ever. 
Tis you, my lord, to whom the many thoufands. 
That by the barbarous fword of civil war 
Had fallen inglorious, owe their lives 5 to you 
The fons of this fair ifle, from her firft peers 
Down to the fwain who tills her golden plains. 
Owe their fafe homes, their foft domeftic hours. 
And thro' late time pofterity (hall blefs you. 
You who advis*d this will— I blufli to think 
I have fo long oppos'd the bed good man 
In Sicily— With what impartial care 
Ought we to watch o'er prejudice and paflion, 
Nor truft too much the jaundiced eye of party ! 
Henceforth its vain delufions I renounce. 
Its hot determinations, that confine 
All merit and aU virtue to itfelf. 
To yours I join my hand ; with you will own 
No intereft and no party but my country. 
Nor Is your friendfhip only my ambition : 
There is a dearer name, the name of father. 
By which I fhould rej6ice to call Siffredi. 
Your daughter's hand would to the public weal 
Unite my private happinefs. . 
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SIFFREDI. 

My lord. 
You have my glad confent. To be allied 
To your difliuguifli'd f^n^ily, and iperit, 
I fhall efteem an honour. From my fou) 
I here embrace earl Ofmond as my friend. 
And fon. 

OSMOND. 

You make him happy. This aflent. 
So frank and warm, to what I long have wifb'd, 
Engages all my gratitude ; at OQce, 
In the firft bloflbm, it matures our friendfhip, 
I from this moment voyr myfelf the friend 
And zealous fervaQt of Sifiredi's houfe* 

Enter an officer belonging to the Court. 

OrFJCER to SIFFREDI* 

The king, my lord, demands your fp$;e4y prefence. 

SIFFREDI. 

I will attend him ftrait-r-Fgrewel, yny lord : 
The fenate meets : there, a few moments hence, 
I will rejoin you, 

OSMOND. 

There, my noble lord. 
We will complete this falutary work. 
Will there begin a new aufpicious sera. 



M$ 
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SCENE III. 

OSMOND alom* 

Siflfredi gives his daughter to my wiflies— y 

But does flie give hericlf ? Gajr, young, and flattered. 

Perhaps engaged, will fbe her youthful heart 

Yield to my harfher, uncomplying years ? 

I am not form'S, by flattery ^nd praife. 

By fighs and tears, and all the whining trade 

Of love, to feed a fair^one's vanity ; 

To charm '.at once and fpoil her. Thefe foft artf 

Nor fuit my years nor temper i tjiefe be left 

To boys and doating age. A prudent father. 

By nature cjiarg'd to ^de and rule her choice, 

Refigns his daughter to a hufband's power* 

Who with fuperior dignity, with reafon. 

And manly tendemefs, will ever love her ; 

Not ^rft a kneeliiig flave, ai)d then a tyrant, i 



SCENE IV. 

OSMOND. BARONS, 

J- ■ ' 

OSMOND. 

4 

My lords, I greet yott well. This wondrous daf 

Unites us all in amity and friendihip. 

We meet to-day with open hearts, and looks 

Not gloomM by party fcopling on each other. 

But all the children of one happy ifle. 

The focial fons of liberty. No pride, 

^o pai&oo nqWf no thwarting views divide u$ : 



TANCRED AND SIGISMUNDA, 167 

Prince Manfred's line, at laft, to William's join*d, 

Combines ns in one family of brothers. 

This to the late good king's well-order'd will. 

And wife Sifiredi's generous care, we owe. 

I truly give you joy. Firft of you all, 

I here renounce thofe errors and divifions 

That have fo long difturb'd our peace, and feemM, 

Fermenting ftill, to threaten new commotions— 

By time inftrudted let us not difdain 

To quit miftakes. We all, my lords, have err'd. 

Men may, I find,, be hpneft, tho' they differ^ 

FIRST BARON^ 

Who follows not, my lord, the fair example 
You fet us all, whatever be his pretence. 
Loves not with fingle and unbias'd heart 
Jiis country as he onght. 

SECOND BARON, 

O beauteous Peace I 
Sweet union of a ftate 1 What elfe, but thou, 
Gives fafety, (Irength, and glory to a people ! 
I bow, lord conftable, beneath the fiiow 
Of many years ; yet in my breaft revives 
A youthful flame. Methinks, I fee again 
Thofe gentle days renewed, that blefs'd our ifl?, 
Ere by this wafteful fury of divifion, 
Worfe than our Etna's mod delixudlive fires. 
It defolated fuxxk* I fee our plains 
Unbounded waving with the gifts of harveft ; 
Our ftas with commerce thronged, our bufy ports 
With chearful toil. Our £nna blooms afrefh ; 
Afrefh the fweets of thymy Hybla flow. 
Our nymphs and fliepherds, fporting in each vale^ 
Infpire new foag, and wake the paftoral ree^-?? 

M4 • 
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The tojigue of age is fond — Come, come, my Cons ; 
I long to fee this prince, of whom the wojrld 
Speaks largely well— His father was my friend, 
The brave unhappy Manfred— Come, my lords ; 
We tarry here too long* 



S C E N E V. 
Two OFFICERS keeping off the Crowd. 

One of the Crowd* 

• Shew us our king. 

The valiant Manfred's fon, who lov'd the people— 

We mud, we will behold him— Give us way^ 

FIRST OFFICER. 

Pray, gentlemen, give back— it muft not be— 
Give back, I pray— on fuch a glad occafion 
I would not ill entreat the loweft of you. 

SECOND MAN of the Crowd. 
Nay, give us but a glimpfe of our young king* 
We more than any baron of them all 
Will pay him true allegiance. 

SECOND OFFICER. 

Friends — indeed— 
You cannot pafs this way— We have ttciSt orders. 
To keep for him himfelf, and for the barons. 
All thefe apartments clear — Go to the gate 
That fronts the fea— You there will find admiffion. 

ALL. 

Long Jiye king Tancred ! Manfred's fon— Huzza ! 

[Crtywd goes offi 
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FIRST OFFICER. 

I do not marvel at their rage of joy: 

He is a brave and amiable prince. 

When in my lord Siffiredi's houfe I liv*d. 

Ere by his favour 1 obtain'dthis office^ 

I there remember well the young count Tancred* 

To (ee him and to love him were the fame. 

He was fo noble in his >vays, yet ftill 

So affable and mild — ^WeU, well, old Sicily, 

Yet happy days await thee ! 

SECOND OFFICER. 

Grant it. Heaven ! 
We have feen fad and troublous times enough. 
Hp isy they fay» to wed the late king's fifter, 
Conftantia* 

FIRST OFFICER. 

Friend, of that I greatly doubt. 
Or I miflake, or lord Siffredi's daughter, 
The gentle Sigifmunda has his heart. 
If one may judge by kindly cordial looks. 
And fond affiduous care to pleafe each other, 

Moft certainly they love O be they bleft. 

As they deferve ! It were ,great pity aught 
Should part a matchlefs pair : the glory he. 
And (he the blooming grace of Sicily ! 

SECOND OFFICER. 

My lord Rodolpho comes. 
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SCENE VI. 
itODOLPHo, from the Senate. 

RODOLPHO. 

My honeft frUnds, 
You may retire. [OfBcors gQ out^ 

A ftorm is m the wind. 
This Will perplexes alL No, Tancred never 
Can (loop to thefe conditions, which at once 
Attack his rights, his honour, and his love. 
Thofe wife old men, thofe plodding grave ftate pedants^ 
Forget the courfe of youth 5 their crooked prudence^ 
To bafenefs verging ftill, forgets to take 
Into their fine-fpun fchemes the generous heart, 
That thro' the cobweb fyftem burfting lays 
Their labours wafte-*^o will this bufmefs prove. 
Or I miftake the king — ^back from the pQmp 
He feem'd at £rft to (brink ; and round his brow 
I mark'd a gathering cloud, when by his fide. 
As if defign'd to {hare the public hbmage. 
He faw the tyrant's daughter. But eonfefs'd. 
At leaft to me, the doubling tempeft frown'd. 
And ihook his fwelling bofom, when he heard 
Th' unjuft, the bafe conditions of the will. 
Uncertain, toft in cruel agitation. 
He oft, methought, addrefs*d himfclf to fpeak 
And interrupt Si£Fredi ; who appeared. 
With confcious hafte, to dread that interruption, 
And hurry'd on— But hark ! I hear a noife. 
As if th* aflembly rofe— Ha ! Sigifmunda, 



I 



I 
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Oppreft*d Vwth grief attd wrapt in penfive fbrrcm', 



Paffes along- 



[Sigifinuttda and Attendants pafi tbfd* the 
hackfcem. Laura advances. 



\ 



r • ■ 

„' SCENE vn. 

RODOLPHO^ XAURA# 

LAURA. 

Your higli^prais'd friend, tixe king^ 
Is falfe, moft vilely falfe ! The meaneft flave 
Had fhown a nobler heart ; nor grofsly thus. 
By the firft bait ambitioii fpread, been gull'd* 
He Man&ed^s ion I away ! it caimot be \ 
The fon of that brave prince could ne'er betray 
Thofe right* ib long uforp'd from his great fathers, 
Which he, this day, by fucb axniazing fortune^ 
Had juft regained ; he ne'er could facrifice 
All faith, all honour, gratttnde, and JoiTet 
Even juil refentment of his father's foce. 
And pride itfelf, ithate'er czalu a man 
Above the grovdiag fims of peafant-mud. 
All in a naoment^^And for what ? why trulyv 
For kind permiiSon, gracious leave, to fit 
On his own throne with tyrant WiUiam's daughter I 

RODOLPHO. 
I ftand amaz'd— ^You furely wrong him, Laonu 
There muft be fome miftake. 

LAtTRA. 

There can be none \ 
Siflfredi read his full and free confent 
Before th' applauding fenate. True indeed. 
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A fmall remain of fliame, a timorous weaknefs^ 
Even daftardly in falfehoody made hixn blufli 
To z6t this fcene in Sigiimunda's eye. 
Who funk beneath his perfidy and bafenefs* 
Hence, till to-morrow he adjoum'd the fenatC'-* 
To-morrow fixM with infamy to crown him ! 
Then, leading off his gay triumphant princefs. 
He left the poor unhappy Sigifmunda, 
To bend her trembling fteps to that fad home 
His faithlefs vows will render hateful to her*— 
He comes — Farewel— I cannot bear his prefence I 



SCENE VIIL 

TANCREDj SIFFREDIj RODOLPHO. 

TANCRED entering to siffredi* 

Avoid me, hoary traitor !— Go, Rodolpho, 
Give orders that all paffages this way 
Be fhut — Defend me from a hateful world. 
The bane of peace and honour — ^then return— 

What ! doft thou haunt me ftill ? O monftrous infult ! 
Unparallel'd indignity ! Juft Heaven ! 
Was ever king, was ever man fb treated ! 
So trampled into bafenefs ! 

SIFFREDI, 

Here, my liege, 
Here ftrike ! I nor deferve, nor afk for mercy. 

TANCRED. 

Diftraftion !— O my foul— Hold, reafon, hold 

Thy giddy feat— O this inhuman outrage 

Unhinges thought 5 . . I 
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SIFFREDI. 

Exterminate thy fervant ! 

TANCRED, 

All, all but this I could have borne— but this ! 
This daring infolence beyond examiple ! 
This murderous ftroke that ftabs my peace for ever ! 
That wounds me there — there ! where the human heart 
Moft exquifitely feels—— 

SIFFREDI. 

O bear it not. 
My jroyal lord ! appeafe on me your vengeance ! 

TANCRED. 
Did ever tyrant image aught fo cruel ! 
The. loweft flave that ci*awls upon the earth, 
RobbM of each comfort Heaven beftows on mortals. 
On the bare ground, has ftill his virtue left. 
The facred treafures of an honeil heart. 
Which thou haft dar'd, with rafli audacious hand. 
And impious fraud, in me to violate—— 

SIFFREDI. 

Behold, my liege, thaifraih audacious hand. 
Which not repents its crime-«<-^0 glorious! happy ! 
If by my ruin I can fave your honour. 

Such honour I renounce ! with fovereign fcom 
Greatly deteft it, and its mean advifer ! 
Haft thou not dar'd beneath my name to flielter-^ 
My name for other purpofes defign'd. 
Given from the fondnefs of a faithful heart. 
With the beft love overflowing— haft thou not 
Beneath thy fovereign ^s name bafely prefom'd 
To fliield a lye ? a lye I in public utter'd. 
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To all deluded Sicily ? BuC know. 

This poor contrivance is as weak as bafe. 

In fuch a wretched toil none can be held 

But fools and cowards — Soon thy flimfy arts, 

Touch'd by my juft, my burning indignation. 

Shall burft like threads in fiame!«*-Thy doating 

prudence 
But more fccurcs the purpofe it would (hake. 
Had my refolves been wavering and doubtful. 
This would confirm them, make them fix'd as fate ; 
This adds the only motive that was wanting 
To urge them on thro' war and de&latidn-^ 
What I marry her ! Conftantia I Her ! the daughter 
Of the fell tyra»t who deftroy'd my father ! 
The very thought is madnefs ! Ere thou fecft 
The torch of Hymen light thefe hated nuptials,, 
Thou fhalt behold Sicilia wrapt in flames, 
Her cities raz'd, her valleys drench'd with flaughter-* 
Love fet afide-— my pride aflfumes the quarrel. 
My honour now is up ; in fpite of theq, 
A world combined againfl me, I will give 
This fcatter'd Will infragments^ to the winds, 
Afiert my r^hts^ the freedom^of my heart, 
CqxQk all who dace oppofe me to the doft. 
And heap perdttioa ot thee ! 

SIFFR^OI, 

Sir, 'tisjufl. 
Exhauft on me your rage; I clann it all. 
But for thefe public threats thy paffion utters, 
rris what thou canft not do ! 

TANCRED. 

I cannot ! ha ! 
Driven to the dfeadfurbrink of iUch difhonour 
Enough to make the tameft coward brave. 
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And into fieixends coufe the mildefl: nature. 
Wha^ (hall arr^ft jny vengeance ? who \ 

SIFFREDI. 

Thyfclf! 

TANCRED. 

Away ! dare not to juftify thy crime ! 
That, that alone can aggravate its horror. 
Add infolence to infolence— perhaps ^ 
May make my rage forget—^ 

SIFFREDI. 

O let it burft 
On this grey head devoted to thy fervice ! 
But when the ilorm has vented all its fury. 
Thou Aen muft hear — nay more, I know, thou wilt- 
Wilt hear the calrti, yet ftronger voice of reafon. 
Thou muft refieft that a whole people's fafety. 
The weal of trufted millions flipuld bear down, 
Thyfelf the judge, thy fondeft partial pleafure. 
Thou muft refleft that there are other duties, 
A nobler pride, a more exalted honour, 
Superior pleafures far, that will oblige. 
Compel thee, to abide by this my deed. 
Unwarranted perhaps in common juftice. 
But which Neceflity, even Virtue's tyrant. 
With awful voice commanded— 'Yes, thou muft. 
In calmer hours, diveft thee of thy love, 
Thefe common paffions of the vulgar breaft. 
This boiling heat of youth, and be a king ! 
The lover of thy people ! 

TANCRED. 

Truths ill-cmploy'dH 
Abus'd to colour guilt !— a king! a king ! 
Yes, I will be a king, but not a flave I 



\ 
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In this will be a king ! in this my people 

Shall learn to judge how I will guard their rights. 

When they behold mc vindicate my own. 

But have !» fay, been treated like a king ?— - 

Heavens ! could I (loop to fuch outrageous ufage, 

I were a mean, a (hamelefs wretch, unworthy 

To wield a fcepter in a land of flaves, 

A foil abhorr'd of virtue fhould belye 

My father's blood, belye thofe very maxims. 

At other times, you taught my youth— Siffiredi ! 

[/« afoften^i ttme of fvoice, 

SIFFREDI. 

Behold, my prince^ behold thy poor old fervant, 

Whofe darling care, thefe twenty years, has been 

To nurfe thee up to virtue ; who for thee. 

Thy glory and thy weal, renounces all. 

All intereft or ambition can pour forth ; 

What many a felfifli father would purfue 

Thro' treachery and crimes : behold him here. 

Bent on his feeble knees, to beg, conjure thee. 

With tears to beg thee, to controul thy pailion. 

And (ave thyfelf, thy honour, and thy people I 

Kneeling with me behold the many thoufands 

To thy prote^ion trufted : Fathers, mothers. 

The facred front of venerable age. 

The tender virgin and the helplefs infant $ j 

The minifters of Heaven, thofe, who maintain. 

Around thy throne, the majefty of rule ; 

And thofe, whofe labour, fcorch'd by winds and fun, 

Feeds the rejoicing public : fee them all, ^ 

Here at thy feet, coiljuring thee to fave them, | 

From mifery and war, front- crimes and rapine ! 

Can there be aught, kind Heaven ! in felf-indulgehce 

To weigh down thefe ? This aggregate of love, 



TANCRED AND SIGISMUNDA. 177 

With which compar'^d the deareft private paffion 
Is but the wafted duft upon the balance ? 
Turn not away— Oh is there not fome parti 
In thy great heart, fo fenfible to kindnefs. 
And generous warmth, fome nobler part, to feel 
The prayers and tears of thefe, the mingled voice 
Of Heaven atid earth ! 

TANCRED. 

There is ! and thou haft touched it. 
Rife, rife, Siffredi— Oh I thou hafl undone me. 
Unkind old man !— O ill-entreated Tancred ! 
Which way foe'er I turn, difhonour rears 
Her hideous front— and mifery and niin ! 
Was it for this you took fuch care to form me ? 
For this imbued me with the quickefl fenfe 
Of fhame ; thofe finer feelings, that ne'er vex 
The common mafs of mortals, dully happy 
In blefl infenfibility ? O rather 

You fhould have fear*d my heart ; taught me that power 
And iplendid interefl lord it flill o'er virtue ; 
That, gilded by profperity and pride, 
There is no fhame, no meannefs : tempered thus, 
I had bpen fit to rule a venal world* 
Alas ! what meant thy wantonnefs of prudence ? 
Why have you rais'd this miferable confli^ 
Betwixt the duties of the king and man ? 
Set virtue againfl virtue ?— Ah SifFredi ! 
'Tis thy fuperfluous, thy unfeeling wifdom. 
That has involved me in a maze of error,. 
Almoft beyond retreat— But hold, my foul. 
Thy fleady purpofe — ^Tofl by various pafTions, 
To this eternal anchor keep — ^There is. 
Can be no public without private virtue— 
Then mark me well, obferve what I command ; 
Vol, HI. N 
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It is the fole expedient now remaining — 
To-morrowy when the fenate meets again. 
Unfold the whole, unravel the deceit ; 
Nor that alone, try to repair its mifchief j 
There all thy power, thy eloquence and intereft 
Exert, to reinftate me in my rights, 
And from thy own dark fhares to difembroil me— 
Start not, my lord — This muft and fhall be done ! 
Or here, our friendihip ends — However difguis'd. 
Whatever thy pretence, thou art a traitor. 

SIFFREDI. 

I Ihould indeed deferve the name of tnutor. 
And even a traitor's fate, had I fo flightly. 
From principles fo weak, done what I did, "^ 

As e'er to difavow it— 

TANCRED. 
Hal 

SIFFREDI. 

My liege, 
£xpe6t not this — Tho* pradtis'd long in courts, 
I have not fo far leam'd their fubtle trade. 
To veer obedient with each guft of paflion* 
I honour thee, 1 venerate thy orders. 
But honour more my duty* Nought on earth 
Shall ever ihake me from that folid rock. 
Nor fmiles nor frowns.— 

TANCRED. 

You will not then ? 

SIFFREDI. 

I cannot ! 
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TANCRED. 

Away ! begone !— O my Rodolpho, come, 
And faye me from this traitor !— Hence, I fay. 
Avoid my prefence ftrait ! and know, old man. 
Thou my word foe beneath the mafk of friendfliip, 
Who, not content to trample in the duR; 
My deared rights, doft with cool infolence 
Perfift, and call it duty^ hadd thou not 
A daughter that protects thee, thou fhouldft feel 
The vengeance thou dcferveft — No reply ! 
Away ! 

SCENE I3f . 

TANCRED, RODOLPMO. 
RODOLPHO. 

What can incenfe my prince fo highly 
Againft his friend Sifiredi ? 

tAKCRED. 

Friend! Rodolpho? 
When I have told thee what this friend has done, 
How play'd me like a boy, a bafe-bom wretch, 
Who had nor heart nor fpirit ! thou wilt ftand 
Amaz'd, and wonder at my ftupid patience. 

RODOLPHO. 

I heard, with mixt aftonifhment and grief. 
The king's unjuft difhonourable will. 
Void in itfelf— I faw .you ftung with rage. 
And writhing in the {hare ; juft as I went. 
At your command, . to wait you herC'— but that 
Was the king's deed, not his. 

N 2 
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TANCRED^ 

O he advis'd it ! 
Thefe many years lie has in fecret hatch'd 
This black contrivaiicey glories in the fchemcr 
And proudly plumes him with his traiterous Tirtue. 
But that was nought, Rodolpho, nothing, nothing ! 

that was gentle, blamelefs to what followed ! 

1 had, my friend, to SigiimuAda given, 
To hufb her fears, in the full gu(b of fondnefs, 
A blank fign'd by my hand — and he, O Heavens ! 
Was ever fuch a wild attempt !— he wrote 
Beneath my name an abfolute compliance 
To this detefted Will ; nay, dar'd to read it 
Before myfelf, on my infulted throne 
His idle pageant plac'd— O words are weak 
To paint the pangs, the rage^ the indignation. 
That whirl'd from thought to thought my foul in 

temped. 
Now on the point to burft, and now by ihame 
Reprefs'd— But in the face of Sicily, 
All m&d with acclamation, wha^, Rodolpho9 
What could I do i The fole relief that rofe 
To my diftra^ed mind, was to adjourn 
Th' affembly till to-morrow— But to-morrow 
What can be done ?— O it avails not what ! 
I care not what is done — My only care 
Is how to clear my faith to Sigifmunda. 
She thinks me falfe ! She caft a look that kill'd me ! 
O I am bafe in Sigifmunda's eye ! 
The lowefl of mankind, the mod perfidious I 

RODOLPHO. 

This was a drain of infolence indeed, 
A daring outrage of lb ftrange ^ nature, 
As ftuns me quite—— • 

I 
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Curs*d be my timid priidejicp !' ^ 
That daf^'d not back^ that moment in liis face,^ 
The bold prefumptuous lye — and cursed this lian3 i 
That from a ftart of poor diffimulation, ' 
Led off my Sigifmunda's hated rival. 
Ah then ! what, poifon'd by the falfe appearance^ 
What, Sigifmunda, were thy thoughts of me I 
How, in the fdent bittemefs of foul, 
How didft thou fccrii me ! hate mankind, thyfelf. 
For trufting to the vbws o£ faithkfs T^^^ired ! 
For fudi I feem'd — I was !— The though^ cjiftraftsm^ ! 
I fhould have caf]b a flattering wodd ^fiiie^; . 
Rufh'd from my throne, beforp them^^} ^vow^4 htr. 
The choice^ the glory of nty free-born hearty 
And fpum'd the i]^ameful fetters thmwn upon it — 
Inftead oi that— confufion 1— — what I -did 
Has clinch'd the chain, confirm'd Siffiredi's prinie. 
And fix'd me dowA to ii^an^y I 

KODOLPHO. 

My lord, 
Blame not the conduct, which your fituadon 
Tore from your tortur'd heart — What cduld you do ? 
Had you, fo circumftanc'd, in open fenate, 
Before th' aftonifji'd public, with no friends 
Prepared, no party form'd, aflfronted thus 
The haughty princefs and her powerful fadion. 
Supported by this Will, the fudden ftroke. 
Abrupt and premature, might have rccoiPd 
Upon yourfelf, evep your own friends revolted, 
And tum'd at once the public fcale againft you. 
Befides, confider, had you then detefttd 
In its frefli guilt this adion of Sifiredi, 

N3' 
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You muft with fignal vengeance have chaftis'd 
The tre^onable deed — Nothing fo mean 
As weak infulted power that dares not punifh. 
And how would that have fuited with your love ? 
His daughter prefent too ? Truft me, your condud, 
Howe'er abhorrent to a heart like yours. 
Was fortunate and wife— Not that I mean 
E'eV to advife fubmiflion— 

TANCRED. 

Heavens! SubmifEon! 
Could I defceiid to bear it, even in thought, 
Defpiie me, you, the world, and Sigifmunda ! 
Submiflion !r^-No !— To-morrow*s glorious light 
Shall flafh difcdvery on the fcene of bafenef^. 
Whatever be the rifque, by Heavens ! to-morrow, 
I will overturn the dirty lye-built fchemes 
Of thefe old men, and fhew my faithful ienate, 
That Manfred^s fon knows to afTert and wear. 
With undiminifh'd dignity, that crown 
This unexpe<fted day has plac'd upon him. 

But this, my friend, thefe ftormy gufts of pride. 
Are foreign to iny love— TilJ Sigifmunda 
Be difabup'4> iny breail is tumult all, 
Aii<l can obey no fettled courfe of reafon. 
I fee her ftill, I feel her powerful image. 
That look, where with reproach coniplaint yr^s mix^d, 
pig with foft woe and gentle indignation. 
Which feem'd at once to pity and to fcom me— 
O kt me find her ! I too long have left 
My Sigifmunda to converfe with tears, 
A prey to thoughts that picture me a villain* 
But, ah ! how, clogg'd with this accurfed ftatCi 
A tedious worl^, (hall I now find accefs i 
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Her father too— Ten thoufand horrors crowd 

Into the wild fantaftic eye pf love— 

Who knows wh^t h? may do ? Come then, pay friend, 

And by thy fifter's hand O let me fteal 

A letter to her bofom— I no longer 

Can bear her abfence, by the juft contempt 

She now muft brand me with, inflam'd to madnefs. 

Hy, my Rodolpho, fly ! engage thy fitter 

To aid my letter, and this very evening 

Secure an interview — I would not bear 

This rack another day, not for my kingdom! 

Till then, deep-plung'd in folitude and fhades, 

I wiQ not fee the hated face of man. 

Thought drives on thought, on paf&ons paflions roll | 
Hey finiles alone can calm my raging fouL 
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ACT IIL SCENE !• 

sipiSMUNDA ahne^ fitting in a difconfolate pofturif 

\ H tyrant prince ! ah more than faithlefs Tancred ! 
.■^*' Ungenerous and inhunjan in diy falfehood ! 
Hadft thou, this morning, when my hopelefs heart, 
Submiffive to my fortune and my duty. 
Had fo much fpirit left, as to be willing 
To give theeback thy vows, ah ! hadft thou then 
ConfefsM the fad neceflity thy ft^tc 
Impos'd upon thee, and with gentle friendlhip. 
Since we mud part at laft, pur parting foften'd ; 
I fhould ii^deed — I fhould have been unhappy, 
But not to this extreme — Amicjft my grief, 
I had, with penfive pleafure, cherifh'd ftill 
The fweet remembrance of thy former love, 
Thy image ftill had dwelt upon my foul. 
And made our guiltlefs woes not undelightfuL 
But coolly thus — How couldft thou be fo cruel ? — 
Thus to revive my hopes, to foothe my love 
And call forth all its tendernefs, then fmk me 
In black defpair — What unrelenting pride 
Poflefs'd thy breaft, that thou couldft bear unmov'd 
To fee me bent beneath a weight of fliame I 
Pangs thou canft never feel ! how couldft thou drag me 
In barbarous triumph at a rival's car ? 
Jiow make me witnefs to a fight of horror ? 
That hai^d, which, but a few ftiort hours ago. 
So wantonly abus*d my fimple faith, 
Pefore th' attefting world given to another. 
Irrevocably given I — There was a time, 
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When the leaft cloud that hung upon my brow. 

Perhaps imagined only, touched thy pity* 

Then» brightened oflen by the ready tear. 

Thy looks were foftnefs a)l ; tben the quick heart. 

In every nerve alive, forgot itfblf. 

And for each other then we«felt ^alone. 

But i^ow, alas ! thofe tender days are fled ; 

Now thou csmft fee me wretched, pierc*d with anguifh. 

With ftudied anguilh of thy own creating. 

Nor wet thy hardened eye — -Hold, let me think — 

J wrong thee fure 5 thou canft not be fp bafc. 

As meanly in my mifcry to triumph— 

What is. it then ?-— Why fhould I fearch for pain ?«— 

O^ 'tis as badi— 'Tis fickleneft of nature, 

'Tis fickly love extinguilh'd by ambition—^ 

Is there, kix^d Heaven 1 no condapcy in man ? 

No ftedfaft truth, no generous fix'd affedion. 

That can bear up againft a felfifh world ? 

No, there is none— Even Tancrcd is inconftant ! 

Hence ! let me fly this fcene !—Whate*er I fee, 
Thefe roofs, thefe walls, each objed that fUrrounds me, 
Are tainted with his vows — But whither fly ? 
The gft)ves are worfc, the foft retreat of Belmont, 
Its deepening glooms, gay lawns, and airy fummits. 
Will wound my bufy memory to torture, 
And all its fliades will whifper— -faithlefs Tancrcd !— 
My father comes— How, funk in this diforder. 
Shall I fuftain his prefence i 
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SCENE IL 

SIFFREDI, SIGISMUNDA. 
SIFFREDI. 

Sigifmunda, 
My deareft child ! I grieve to find thee thus 
A prey to tears. I know the powerful caufe 
From which they flow, and therefore can excufe theiUt 
But not their wilful obflinate continuance. 
Come, roufe thee then, call up thy drooping ipirity 
Come, wake to reafon from this dream of love. 
And {hew the world thou art Siflredi's daughter. 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Alas ! I am unworthy of that name. 

SIFFREDI. 
Thou art indeed to blame ; thou haft too raflily 
Engag'd thy heart, without a father's fan^ion. 
But this I can-forgive. The king has virtues. 
That plead thy full excufe ; nor was I void 
Of blame, to truft thee to thofe dangerous virtues. 
Then dread not my reproaches. Tho' he blameSf 
Thy tender father pities more than blames thee* 
Thou art my daughter ftill ; and, if thy heart 
Will now refume its pride, "affert itfelf. 
And greatly rife fuperior to this trial, 
I to my warmefl confidence again 
Will take thee, and efteem thee more my daughter. 

SIGISMUNDA. 

O you are gentler far than I deferve ! 
It is, it ever was, my darling pride, 
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To bend my foul to your fupreme commands, 
Your wifeft will ; and tho* by love betray'd— 
Alas ! and punifli*d too — I liave tranfgrefs*d 
The niceft bounds of duty, yet I feel 
A fentiment of tendernefs, a fource 
Of filial nature fpringing in my breail. 
That, fliould it kill me, fhall oontroul this paflion. 
And make me all fubmifllon and obedience 
To you my honoured lord, the beft of fathers. 

SIFFREDI, 
Come to my arms, thou comfort of my age ! 
Thou only joy and hope of thefe grey hairs ! 
Come ! let me take thee to a parent's heart ; 
There, with the kindly aid of my advice. 
Even with the dew of thefe paternal tears. 
Revive and nourifh this becoming fpirit — 
Then thou doft promife me, my Sigifmunda— 
Thy father ftoops to make it his requeft— 
Thou wilt refign thy fond prefumptuous hopes. 
And henceforth never more indulge one thought 
That in the light of love regards the king ? 

3IGISMUNDA. 

Hopes I have none !— Thofe by this fatal day 
Are blafted all— But from my foul to banifh. 
While weeping memory there retains her feat. 
Thoughts which the pureftbofom might have cherifh'di 
Once my deUght, now even in anguifti charming, 
Is more, alas ! my lord, ^an I can promife. 

SIFFREDI. 
Abfence.and time, the foftener of our paffions. 
Will conquer this. Mean time, I hope from thee 
A generous great e£Fort 5 that thou wilt now 
Exert thy utmoft force, nor languiih thus 
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Beneath the vam extravagance of love* 

Let not thy father blufh to hear it faid^ 

His daughter was fo weak» e'er to admit 

A thought fo void of reafon, that a king 

Should to his rank, his honour, and bis glory^ 

The high important duties of a throne, 

Even to his throne itfelf> madly prefer 

A wild romantic pafliOn, the fond child 

Of youthful dreaming thought and vacant hours ; 

That he fhould quit his heaven-appointed ftation, 

Defert his aweful charge, the care of all 

The toiling millions which this ifle contains ; 

Nay more, fhould plunge them into war and itun : 

And all to fooche a fick imagination, 

A miferable weaknefs— Muft for thee. 

To make thee bleft, Sicilia be unhappy ? 

The king himfe^, loH to the nobler fenfe 

Of manly praife, become the piteous hero 

Of fome foft tale, and rufh on fure deftrudion ? 

Canft thou, my daughter, let the monflrous thought 

Poffefs oiae moment thy perverted fancy ? 

Roufe thee, for ihame ! and if a fpark of virtue 

Lies Slumbering in thy foul, bid it blaze forth ; 

Nor fink unequal to the glorious leffon. 

This day thy lover gave thee from his throne. 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Ah ! that was not from virtue ! — Had, my father. 
That been his aim, I yield to what you fay j 
'Tis powerful truth, unaqfwerable reafon. 
Then, then, with fad but duteous refignation, 
I had fubmitted as became your daughter ; 
But in that moment, when my humbled hopes 
Were to my duty reconciled, to raife them 
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To yet a fonder height than e'er they knew. 
Then rudely daSh them down-^There is the fting ! 
The blafting view is ever prefent to me ■ 
Why did you drag me to a fight fo cruel ? 

SIFFRBDI^ 

It was a fcene to fire thy emulation. 

SIGISMUNDA. 

It was a fcene of perfidy ! — But know, 

I will do more than imitate the king — 

For he is falfe ! — I, tho* fincerely pierced 

With the heft, trueft paffion, ever touched 

A virgin^s breaft, here vow to Heaven and you, 

Tho* from my heart I cannot, from my hopes 

To caft this prince — What would you more, my father ? 

SIFFREDI. 

Yes, one thing more— thy father then is happy— 

Tho* by the voice of innocence and virtue 
AbfolvM, we live not to ourfelves alone : 
A rigorous world, with peremptory fway, 
Subje^s us all, and even the nobleft moft. 
This world from thee, my honour and thy own. 
Demands one ftep ; a ftep, by which convinc'd 
The king may fee thy heart difdains to wear 
A chain which his has greatly thrown afide. 
*Tis fitting too, thy fex's pride commands thee, 
To (hew th* affproving world thou canft refign. 
As well as he, nor with inferior fpirit, 
A pafHon fiital to the public weaU 
But above all, thou muft root out for ever 
From the king's bread the leaft remain of hope. 
And henceforth make his mentioned love dtihonour. 
Thefe things, my daughter, that muft needs be done^ 
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Can but this way be done— by the fafe refuge, 
The fkcred flielter of a hufband's arms. 
And there is one— 

SIGISMUNDA. 
Good Heavens ! what means my lord? 

SIFFREDI. 
One of illuflrious family, high rank. 
Yet ftill of higher dignity and merit. 
Who can and will protedl thee ; one to awe 
The king himfelf— Nay, hear, me, Sigifmunda— 
The noble Ofmond courts thee for his bride. 
And has my plighted word— This day— 

SIGISMUNDA, kneeUng* 

yLj father I 
Let me with trembling arms embrace thy knees ! 
O if you ever wifli to fee me happy ; 
If e'er in infant years I gave you joy. 
When, as I prattling twin'd around your neck. 
You fnatch'd me to your bofom, kifs'd my eyes. 
And melting faid you faw my mother there ; 
O fave me from that worft feverity 
Of fate ! O outrage not my breaking heart 
To that degree !— I cannot ! — 'tis impoflible !— 
So foon withdraw it, give it to another— 
Hear me, my deareft father I hear the voice 
Of nature and humanity, that plead 
As well as juflice for me !•— Not to chufe 
Without your wife diredion may be duty ; 
But ftill my choice is free— That is a right. 
Which even the loweft flave can never lofe. 
And would you thus degrade me ? make me bafe I 
For fuch it were to give my worthlefs perfon 
Without my heart, an injury to Ofmond, 



TANCRED AND SIGISMUNDA. 191 

The higheft can be done-*-Let me» my lord— 
Or I fliall die, {hall by the fudden change 
Be to diffaradtion fliock'd — Let me wear out 
My haplefs days jit folitade and filence. 
Far from the malice of a prying world ! 
At Icaft — ^you cannot fure rcfufe me this— — 
Give me a little time — I will do all. 
All I can do, to pleafe you ! — O your eye 
Sheds a kind beam— 

SIFFREDI. 

My daughter ! you abufe 
The foftnefs of iny nature— 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Herie, my father. 
Till you relent, here will I grow for ever ! 

SIFFREDI. 

Rife, Sigifinunda.— Tho' you touch my heart, 
Nothing can fhake th' inexorable dilates 
Of honour, duty, and determine reafbn. 
Then by the holy ties of filial love, 
Refolve, I charge thee, to receive earl Ofmond, 
As fuits the man who is thy father's choice. 
And worthy of thy hand— I go to bring him— 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Spare me, my deareft father ! 

SIFFREDI, afidi. > 

I mufi: rufh 
From her foft grafp, or nature will betray me I 
O grant us. Heaven ! that fortitude of mind. 
Which liftens to oiir duty, not our paflions— 
Qmt me, my child ! 
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SIOISMUNDArf 

You cannotf O my father ! 
You canoot Itfave me thus 1 

SIFFR£DI» 

Come hither, Laurat 
Come to thy friend. Now Ihew thyfelf a friend. 
Combat her weaknefs ; diflipate her tears ; 
Cherifh, and reconcile her to her duty* 



SCENE IIL 

SIGISMUNDA> LAURA« 
SIOISMUNDA. 

O woe on woe I diftreft by love and duty ( 

every way unhappy Sigifmunda ! 

I.AURA« 

Forgive me, Madam, if I blame your grief. 
How can you wafte your tears on one fo faUc i 
Unworthy of your tendemefs ? to whom 
Nougl^t but contempt is due and indignattoq i 

SIGISMUNDA. 

You know not half the horrors of my fate ! 

1 might perhaps hav£ leam'd to fcom his falfehood i 
Nay, when the firil fad burft of tears was pad, 

I might have rous*d my pride and fcomM himfelf— 
But 'tis too much, "this greateft laft misfortime — 
O whither fhall I fly ? Where hide me, Laura, 
From the dire fcene my father now prepares f 

LAURA. 

What thus alarms you. Madam ? 
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8I6ISMUNDA* 

Can it be ? 
Can I— ah no !— at once give to another 
My violated heart ? in one wild moment? 
He brings earl Ofmond to receive my vows ! 
O dreadful change ! for Tancred haughty Ofmond I 



! 

LAURA. ' 



Now, on my foul, 'tis what an outraged heart 

Like yours, Ihould wifh !^I fhould, by Heavens, 

efteem it 
Moft exquiiite reveiige ! 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Revenge on whom ? 
On my own heart, already but too wretched ! 

LAURA. 

On him ! this Tancred ! who has bafely fold. 

For the dull form of defpicable grandeur, 

His faith, his love ! — At once a flave and tyrant ! 

SIGISMUNDA. 

O rail at me, at my believing folly. 

My vain ill-founded hopes, but fpare him, Laura! 

LAURA. 

WhoraisM thofe hopes ? who triumphs o*er that weaknefs ? 
Pardon the word — ^You greatly merit him ; 
Better than him, with all his giddy pomp ! 
You raised him by your fmiles when he was nothing ! 
Where is your woman's pride ? that guardian fpirit 
Given us to dafh the perfidy of man ? 
Ye Powers I I cannot bear the thought with patience- 
Yet recent from the moft unfparing vows 
Vol. Ill, O 
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The tongue of love e*er lavifli'd j from your hopes 

So vainly, iiUy» cruelly deluded ; 

Before the public thus, before your &ther. 

By an irrevocable fokmn deed. 

With fuch inhuman iconi> to throw you from him t 

To give his faithlefs hand yet warm from thine» 

With complicated meannefsy to Conftantia ! 

And to complete his crimCf when thy weak limbs 

Could fcarce fupport thee, then^ of thee regardlefi^ 

To lead her off ! 

SIGISMUNDA* 

That was indeed a fight 
To poifon love ! to turn it into rage 
And keen contempt ! — ^What means this ftupid weaknefi 
That hangs upon me ? Hence unworthy tears I 
Difgrace my cheek no more ! No more, my heart, 
For one fp coolly falfe or meanly fickle.— 

it imports not which— dare to fuggeil 
The leaft excufe !— Yes, traitor, I will wring 
Thy pride, will turn thy triumph to confufion ! 

1 will not pine awaT^ my days for thee, 

Sighing to brooks and groves ; while, with raoA. pity^ 

You in^ a rival's arms lamest my fate— — ^ 

No ! let me perifii ! ere I tamely be 

That foft, that patient, gentle Sigifmunda, 

Who can confole her with the wretched boaft, 

She was for thee unhappy !— — If I am, 

I will be noWy fo !— Sicilians daughters 

Shall wondering fee in me a great example 

Of one who punifliM an ill-judging heart. 

Who made it bow to what it moft abhorred ! 

Crufii*d it to mifery ! for having thus 

So lightly liften'd to a worthlefs lover ! 
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LAU^A« 

At lafe it mounts ! tie kindling pride of virtue ! 
Trail me, tliy marriage will embitter his< 

SIOISMUNDAtf 

O may the furies light his nuptial torch ! 
Be it accurs'd as mine ! for the fair peacet 
The tender joys of hymeneal love. 
May jealoufy awak'd, and fell remorfe. 
Pour all their fierceft venom thro' his breaft t 
Where the Fates lead, and blind revenge, I follow !• 
Let me not think — By injured love ! I vow. 
Thou fhalt, bafe prince ! pef-lidious and inhuman ! 
Thou fhak behold me in another's arms I 
In hi$ thou ifateft ! Qfmond's i 

That will grind 
His heart with iecret rage ! Ay, that will fting 
His fonl to madnefs ! fet him up a terror, 
A fpedtacle of woe to faithlefs lovers !— — 
Your cooler thought, befides, will of the change 
Approve/ aad tjunk it happy. Noble Ofinond 
From the Caxat ftock vnth him derives his birth^ 
Firft of Sicili^ barons, prudent, brave. 
Of ftri^left honour, and by iJl revered— 

Talk not of Ofmoiid, but perfidious Tancred ! 
Rsul at him, rsul i invent new names of fcorn ! 
Aflift me, Laura ; lend my rage frefh fuel ; 
Support my ftttfgering purpofe, which already 
Begins to fail me— Ah, my vaimts how vain ! 
How have I ly'd to my own heart !— Alas ! 
My tears return, the mighty flood o'erwhelms me I 

O 2 
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Ten thoufand crowding images diftrad 

My tortur'd thought And is it conae to this I 

Our hopes ? our vows ? our oft repeated wifhes, 
Breath'd from the fervent foul, and full of heaven, 
To make each other happy ?— come to this ! 

LAURA. 

If thy own peace and honour cannot keep 
Thy refplution fix'd, yet, Sigifmunda, 
O think, how deeply, how beyond retreat. 
Thy father is engag'd 

SIGISMUNDA. 

. Ah wretched weaknefs I 
That thus enthrals my foul, that chafes thence 
Each nobler thought, the fenfe of every duty !— 
And have I then no tears for thee, my father i 
Can I forget thy cares, from helplefs years. 
Thy tendemefs for me ? an eye ftill beam'd 
With love ? a brow that never knew a frown ? 
Nor a harfti word thy tongue ? Shall I for thefe 
Repay thy ftooping venerable age. 
With fhame, difquiet, anguifli, and diflionour ? ' 
It muft not be ! — Thou firft of angels ! come, 
Sweet filial Piety ! and firm my breaft ! 
Yes, let one daughter to her fate fubmit. 
Be nobly wretched— but her father happy!—— 
Laura I — they come !— O Heavens ! I cannot ftand 
The horrid trial !— Open, open earth ! 
And hide me from their view ! 

LAURA. 

Madam ! 
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SCENE IV- 

SIFFREDI, OSMOND^ SIGISMUNDA, LAURA, 

SIFFREDI. 

My daughter. 
Behold my noble friend who courts thy hand. 
And whom to call my fon I ihall be proiid ; 
Nor (hall I lefs be pleas'd in his alliance. 
To fee thee happy. 

OSMOND. 

Think not, I prefimie. 
Madam, on this your father's kind confent. 
To make me bleft. I love you from a heart. 
That feeks your good fuperior to my own ; 
And will, by every art of tender friendfhip, 
Confult your deareft welfare. May I hope. 
Yours does not difavow your father's choice ? 

SIGISMUNDA. 

I am a daughter. Sir— and have no power 
O'er my own heart— I die-*Support me, Laura. 

[Faints. 
SIFFREDI. 

Help— Bear her off— She breathes— my daughter !-* 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Oh-!— 
Forgive my weaknefs— foft— my Laura, lead me— • 
To my apartment. 

03 
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SIFFREDI. 
Pardon me, my lord. 
If by this fudden accident ^lami'd, 
I leave you for a momeat. 



SCENE V. 

OfiMOND alone^ 

Let me diiak* 
What can this mean f -*---' Is it to me averfien f 
Or is it, as I ftar'd, fhe loves another ? 
Ha ! —yes — perhaps the king, the young connt Taaored ! 
They were bred up togetji^f-f^ip^ Surely that. 
That cannot be-^Has he not given his hand. 
In thp moft folemn mapner, to Conftantia ? 
Does not his crown depend upon the deed ? 
No— if they lov'd, and this old ftatefman knew it. 
He could not to a king prefer a fubjedt. 
His virtues I efteem — nay niore, I truft them* 
So far as virtue goes— but could he place 
His daughter on the throne of Sicily 

'tis a glorious bribe, too much for man ! 
What is it then ? — I care not what it be- 
My hpQour now, my dignity demands. 
That my proposed alliance, by her father. 
And even herfelf accepted, be not fcorn'd, 

1 love her too — I never knew till now 
To what a pitch I lov'd her. O fhe fliot 
Ten thoufand charms into my inmoft foul ! 
She looked fo mild, fo amiably gentle, 

Sh« bow'd her heady fhe gk»w'd with fudi confofion. 
Such lovelinefs of modefly ! She is. 
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In gracious mind, in manners, and in perfon» 
The perfedt model of all female beauty !— 
She muft be mine-»— She is ! — If yet her heart 
Confents not to Qiy bappinefs, her duty. 
Joined to my tender cares, will gain fo much 
Upon.ber generous natttre"-*That will follow. 

The man of fenfe, who adb a prudent part. 
Not flattering -ftsals, but forms himfejf thp hearty 
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A C T IV. S C E N E I. 

TTfs garden belonging to siffredi'j boufe. 

SIGISMUNDA^ LAURA. 

SIGISMUNDA, %vtth a Utter in her band. 

»nni S done !— I am a flave l-r-The fatal vow 
* Has pafs'd taj lips !— Methought in thofe fa4 
xnomei^tSy 

The tombs around, the faints, the darkened altar, 

And all the trembling fhrines with horror ihook. 
But here is ftill new matter of diftrefs. 

O Tancred ce^^e to perfecute me more ! 

grudge me not fome calmer (bate of woe ! 
3ome quiet gloom to fhade my hopelefs days. 
Where I may never hear of love and thee I — — 
Has Laura too confpir'd againft my peace ? 
Why did you take this letter ? — hear it back-^ 

[Gi'ving her the letter. 

1 will not court new pain. 

LAURAr 

Madam, Rodolpho 
UrgM me fo much, nay, even with tears conjur'd me. 
But this once more to ferve th* unhappy king— 
For fuch he faid he was— that tho* enrag'd. 
Equal with thee, at his inhuman falfehood, 
I could not to my brother's fervent prayers? 
Refufe this office — Read it— His excufes 
Will only more expofe his falfehoo4« 
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SIGISMUNDA. 

No. 

It fuits not Ofmond's wife to read one line 
From that contagious hand — (he knows too well ! 

LAURA. 

He paints him out diflrefs'd beyond expreffion. 
Even on the point of madnefs. Wild as winds. 
And fighting feas» he raves. His paflions mix. 
With ceafelefs rage, sdl in each giddy nK)ment. 
He dies to fee you ^nd to clear his faith. 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Save me from that ! — ^That would be worfc than all ! 

LAURA. 

I but report my brother's words ; who then 
Began to talk of fome dark impofition. 
That had deceived us all : when, interrupted. 
We heard your father and earl Ofmond near, 
As fumn^pn'd to Conftantia's court they went. 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Ha ! impofition ?— Well ! If I am doom'd 
To be, o'er all my fcx, the wretch of love. 
In vain I would refift — Give me the letter- 
To know the worft is fome relief Alas ! 

It was not thus, with fuch dire palpitations. 
That, Tancred, once I us'd to read thy letters. 

[Attempting to read the letter, hut gives it to Laura. 
Al^ fond remembrance blinds me !— Read it, Laura* 

LAURA reads* 
<* Deliver me, Sigifmunda, from that moft exquifite 
*♦ mifery which a faithful heart can fuffer— To be 
" thought bafe by her, from whofe efteem even virtue 
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'* borrows new charms. When I fubmitted to my 
** cruel fituatioQt it was not falfehood you behddi but 
<< an excefs of love. Rather than endanger that, I 
** for a while gave up iny honour. Every moment 
** till I fee you ftabs me with fevcrer pangs than real 
** guilt itfelf can feel. Let me then conjure you to 
** meet me in the garden, towards the clofe of the 
** day, when I will explain this myftery. We have 
** been moft inhumanly abufed$ and that by the 
** means of the very paper which I gave you, from 
** the warmeft fincerity of love, to afiure to you the 
*^ heart and hand of 

" Tan CUED." 

SIOISMUNDA. 

There, Laura, there, the dreadful (ecret iprung ! 
That paper ! ah that paper ! it (uggefts 
A thoufand horrid thoughts-^I to my father 
Gave it } and he perhaps— I dare not caft 
A look that way — If yet indeed you love me, 
O blalt me not, kind Tancred, with the truth ! 

pitying keep me ignorant for ever ! 
What ftrange peculiar mifery is mine ? 
Reduced to wifh the man I love were falfe I 
Why was I hurry'd to a ftep fb raih ? 
Repairlefs woe !— I might have waited, (ure, 
A few fhort hours— No duty that forbade—* 

1 oVd thy love that juftice ; till this day 
Thy love an image of all-perfeA goodnefk i 

A beam from Heayen thatglow'd with every virtue ! 
And have I thrown this prize of life away i 
The piteous wreck of one diftraded moment i 
Ah the cold prudence of remorfelefs age ! 
Ah parents, traitors to your children's blifs ! 
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Ah curs*d, ah bli4d Ttrtnffi I'-rOn. tprtry hand 
I was betray*d-^You, Lattra» toOt bctr^y'd me ! 

LAURA. 

Who, who, but he, whatever he writes, betrayed you ? 

Or falfe pt pufiUanimous. For once, 

I will with you fuppofe, that his agreement 

To the king's will was forg'd-t^Tho' forg'd by whom ? 

Your father fcorns the crime— Yet what avails it ? 

This, if it clears bis truth, condemns bis Ipirit. 

A youthful king, by love and honour fir'd. 

Patient to fit on his infulted tlMX>ne, 

And let an outrage, of fo Wgh a nsiture, 

Unpunifh'd pafs, unchecked, uncontradi^ed*- 

'tis a meannefs €qual even to faHehood. 

SIGJ^MUNPA. 

Laura, no more— We have already judg'd 

Too largely without knowledge. Oft, what feenp^ 

A trifle^ a niere nothing, by itfelf. 

In fome nice fituations turns the fcale 

Of Fate, and rules the mod important actions. 

Yes, I begin to feel a fad prefage : 

1 am 9ndc»ie, fr^n that eternal fource 

Of human woes— the judgment pf the paffions. 

But what have I to do with thefe excufes i 

O ceafe my treacherous heart to give them room ! 

It fuits not thee to plead a lover's caufe ; 

Even to lament my fate is now diihonour. 

Nought now remains, but with relentlefs purpofe. 

To fhun all interviews, all clearing up 

Of this durk fcene ; to wrap myfelf in gloom. 

In folitude and (hades ; there to devour 

The filent forrows ever fwelling here ; 

And fmce I muft be wretched— for I riiuft— 
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To claim the mighty mifery myfelf, 
Engrofs it all, and fpare a haplefs father. 
Hence> let me fly ! — ^the hour approaches-— « 

LAURA. 

Madam, 
Behold he comes— the king— 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Heavens ! how efcape ? 
No— I will ftay— This one laft meeting— Leave me. 

SCENE II. 

TANCREDj SIGISMUKDA, 
TANCRED. 

And are thefe long long hours of torture paft i 
My life ! my Sigifmunda ! 

[TUn-owiffg himfelf at her feet* 

SIGISMUNDA* 

Rife, my lord. 
To fee my Ibvereign thus no more becomes me. 

TANCRED. 

O let me kifs the ground on which you tread ! 

Let me exhale my foul in fofteft tranfport ! 

Since I again embrace my Sigifmunda ! [Rifing, 

Unkind ! how couldil thou ever deem me falfe I 
How thus difhonour love ? — O I could much 
Embitter my complaint ! — How low were then 
Thy thoughts of me ? How didfl thou then aiSront 
The human heart itfelf ? After the vows. 
The fervent truth, the tender proteftations, 
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Wbidbmine has often pourM, to let thy breaft, ' 
Whate'er th' appearance was, admit fuipicion ? 

SIGISMUNDA. 

How ! when I heard myfelf your ftdl confent 
To the late king's fo juft and prudent will > 
Heard it before you read» in folemn fenate ? 
When I beheld you give your royal hand 
To her, whofe birth and dignity of right 
Demands that high alliance ? Yes, my lord, 
You have done well. The man, whom Heaven ap- 
points 
To govern others, ihould himielf firft learn 
To bend his pafiions to the fway of reaibn. 
In all you have done well ; but when you bid ' 
My humbled hopes look up to you agsdn, 
And footh*d with wanton cruelty my weaknefs— 
That too was well— My vanity defervM 
The iharp rebuke, whofe fond eictravagance 
Could ever dream to balance your repofe. 
Your glory and the welfare of a people. 

TANCRED. 

Chide on, cjude on. Thy foft reproaches now 

Inftead of wounding, only fbothe my fondnefs. 

No, no, thou charming confbrt of my foul! 

I never lovM thee with fuch faithful ardour. 

As in that cruel miferable moment 

You thought me falfe ; when even my honour (looped 

To wear for thee a baffled face of bafenef3. 

It was thy barbarous father, Sigifinunda, 

Who caught me in the toil. He tum'd that paper. 

Meant for th* afluring bond of nuptial love, 

To ruin it for ever ; he, he wrote 

That forgM confent, you heard) beneath my namcf 
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Nay dar'd before my cm-^rag'd dtntoer to rad it ! 
Had he not been thy fkther<'«^Ha ! my iove ! 
You tremblep you grow pale. 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Oh leare ioff, Taa<^d ! 

TANCRBD. 

No !— Leave thee ?— Never ! never ! till you fet 
My heart at peace, till thefe dear lips again 
Pronounce thee mine ! Without thee I renounce 
Mylelfy my friends, the world — Here on this hand— 

SIGISMUKDA. 

My lord> forget that hand, which never now 
Can be to thine united -a**^ 

TANCRED. 

Sigifmunda ! 
What doft thou mean ?— Thy words, thy l6ok, thy 

manner. 
Seem to conceal foine horrid fectet— Mcavelrs ?-^^ 
No— That watf to^d— DiftradUon finfs the thxmgit !-* 

Enquire M tnofe-^^**-*! never can be tMnt. 

TANCBLED. 

What, who fiiaU interpoTe ? who dares attempt 
To brave the fury of an injur'd king ? 
Who, ere he fees thee ravifli'd from his hopes. 
Will wrap all blazing Sicily in flames— 

In vaiii yottf pother, my lord—This fetal error. 
Joined to my father's nnref entihg i^ill. 
Has plac'd an cverlafting bar b^twilt «s-^ 
I ttto— earlOfinttttd*s^Wife. 
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TANCRED. 

Ear! Ofmond's wife ! — — 
[^fter a long paufe, during 'which they 
iwk m one another nvith the highefi 
agitation and nufi tender di/ire/s. 

HeaTens ! dM I hear thee right ! what ! suarry'd i 

marry'df 
Loft to thy f^thful Tancrcd ! loft for ever! 
Couldft thou then doom me to fuch liiatchkik woe» 
Without fo much as hearing me ?— Diftradion !— 
Alas ! what haft thou done i Ah Sigifinunda ! — 
Thy rafh credulity has done a deed. 
Which of two happieft lovers— that e*er felt 
The blifsful power, has made two finifh^d wretches ! 
But-^Madnefs !— Sure, thou know'ft it cannot be ! 
This hand is mine ! a thoufand thoufand vows< 



SCENE III. 

TAKCRBD^ OSMOND^ 81GISMUVDA. 

[Snatching her band from the ling. 
Madam^ this hand, by the moft iblemn rites, 
A little hour ago» was given to me. 
And did not fovereign honour now command me. 
Never but with my life to quit my claim, 
I would renounce it— ^^thus I 



Prefumptuous man ! 



TANCRED. 

Ha 1 who art^chott ? 
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SIGISMUNDA, afide. 

Where is my father I Heavens ! 

\Goes out. 
OSMOND. 

One thou fhouldft better know— Yes— laew me — one ! 
Who can and will maintain his rights and honour, 
Againfl a faithlefs prince, an upftart king, 
Whofe firft bafe deed is what a hardened tyrant 
Would bluih to a<5t. 

TANCRED. 

Infolent Ofmond ! know, 
This upftart king will hurl confuflon on thee. 
And all who fhall invade his facred rights. 
Prior to thine— Thine founded on compulfion, 
On infamous deceit, while his proceed 
From mutual love and free long-plighted faith. 
She is, and fhall be ^line !— I will aimul, 
By the high power with which the laws inveft me, 
Thofe guilty forms in which you have entrap'd, 
Bafely entrap'd, to thy detefted nuptials. 
My queen betroth'd ; who has my heart, my hand. 
And fliall partake my throne— If, haughty lord. 
If .this thou didft not know, then know it now ! 
And know befides, as I have told thee this, 
Shouldft thou but think to urge thy treafon further— 
Than treafon more ! Treafon agsunft my love ! — 
Thy life fliall anfwer for it ! 

OSMOND. 

Ha ! my life !- 
It moves my fcom to hear thy empty threats. 
When wa's it that a Norman baron's life 
Became fo vile, as ou the frown b£ kings 
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To hang ? — Of that, my lord, the law muft judge : 
Or if the law be weak, xny guardian fword-— 

TANCRED. 

Dare not to touch it, traitor ! left my rage 
Break loofe, and do a deed that milbecomes me. 



SCENE IV. 

TANCRED^ SIFFREDI^ OSMOND. 

sittRnvi entering. 

My gracious lord ! what is it, I behold t 

My fovereign in contention with his fubje<5ls ? 

Surely this houfe defetves from royal Tancred 

A little more regard, than to be made 

A fcene of trouble and unfeemly jars. 

It grieves my foul, it baffles every hope. 

It makes me fick of life, to fee thy glory 

Thus blafted in the bud-^Heavens ! can your highnefs 

From your exalted charadter defcend, 

The dignity of virtue 5 and, inftead 

Of being the proteftor of our rights,. 

The holy guardian of domeftic blifs. 

Unkindly thus difturb the fweet repofe. 

The fccret peace of families, for which 

Alone the freebom race of man to laws 

And government fubmitted ? . 

TANCRED. 

My lord Sfffredi, 
Spare thy rebuke. The duties of my ftation 
Are noit to me unknown.— But thou, old man, 
Doft thou not blufli to talk of rights invaded ? 
Vol. III. P 
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And of our beft our deareft blifs difturb'd f 

Thou ! who with more than barbarous perfidy 

Haft trampled all allegiance, juftice, truth. 

Humanity itfelf, beneath thy feet i 

Thou know'ft thou haft — I could, to thy confiifionf 

Return thy hard reproaches ; but I fpare thee 

Before this lord, for whoie ill-forted friendlhip 

Thou haft moft bafely facrific'd thy daughter. 

Farewel, my lord !— For thee, lord conftable, 

Who doft prefume to lift thy furly eye 

To my foft love, my gentle Sigifmunda, 

I once again command thee, on thy life 

Yes— chew thy rage — but mark me— on thy life. 

No further urge thy arrogant pretenfions ! 



SCENE V. 

SIFrilEDI^ OSMOND. 

OSMOND. 

Ha i arrogant pretenfions ! heaven and earth ! 

What ! arrogant pretenfions to my wife ! 

My wedded wife ! Where are we ^ In a land 

Of civil rule, of liberty and laws ?— — 

Not on my life purfiie them ?— Giddy prince ! 

My life difdains thy nod. It is the gift 

Of parent Heaven, who gave me too an ann> 

A ^irit to defend it againft tyrants. 

The Norman race, the fons of mighty RoUo, 

Who rufliing in a tempeft from the north. 

Great nurfe of generous freemen ! bravely won 

With their own fwords their feats, and ftill poilefs (hem 

By the fame noble tenure, are noc us'd 
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To hear ftich language— If I now defift. 
Then brand me for a coward ! deenoi me villain ! 
A traitor to the public ! By this conduft 
Deceived, betray 'd, infulted, tyrannized. 
Mine is a common caufe. My arm fhall guard, 
Mix'd with my own, the rights of each Sicilian» 
Of fociai life, and of mankind in general. 
Ere to thy tyrant rage they fall a prey, 
I fhall find means to fhake thy tottering throne. 
Which this illegal, this perfidious ufage 
Forfeits at once, and crufh thee in the ruins ! 
Conftantia is my queen ! 

SIFFREDI« 

Lord conftable. 
Let us be ftedfaft m the right ; but let us 
A€t with cool prudence, and with manly temper, 
As well as manly firmnefs. True, I own, 
Th' indignides yott fufier are fo higb. 
As might even juitify what now you threaten. 
But if, my lord> we can prevent the woes, 
The cruel horrors of inteitine war, 
Yet hold untouched our liberties and laws ; 
O let us, rais'd above the turbid fphere 
Of little felfiih paflions, nobly do it ! 
Nor to our hot intemperate pride pour out 
A dire libation of Sicilian blood. 
'Tis godlike magnanimity, to keep. 
When moft provoked, our reafon calm and clear. 
And execute her will, from a ftrong fenfe 
Of what is right, without the vulgar aid 
Of heat and pafiion, which, tlio' honeft, bear us 
Often too far. Remember that my houfe 
Proteus my daughter ftill ; and ere I faw her 
Thus raviih'd from us, by the arm of powei^, 

P z 
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This hand fhould aft the Roman father's part. 
Fear not; be temperate ; all will yet be well. 
I know the king. At firft his paffions burft 
Quick as the lightning's flafh ; but in his breaft 
Honour and juflice dwell — Truft me, to reafon 
He will return. 

OSMOND* 

He will !— By Heavens, he fliall !— 
You know the king— I wilh, my lord SiflFredi, 
That you had deign'd to tell me all you knew— 
And would you have me wait, with duteous patience. 
Till he return to reafon ? Ye juft Powers ! 
When he has planted on our necks his foot. 
And trod us into flaves ; when his vain pride 
Is cloy'd with our fubmiiEon ; if, at laft. 
He finds his arm too weak to ihake the frame 
Of wide-eftablifli'd order out of joint. 
And overturn all juftice ; then, perchance. 
He, in a fit of fickly kind repentance. 
May make a merit to return to reafon. 
No, no, my lord '.—There is a nobler way. 
To teach the blind oppreffive Fury reafon : 
Oft has the luftre of avenging fteel , 
Unfeal'd her ftupid eyes — ^The fword is reafon ! 



SCENE VI. 



SCENE VI. 

SIFFREDI, OSMOND, RODOLl^HO, With GwXfds. 

uonoi^PHO- 



My lord high conftable of Sicily, 
In the king's name, and by his ipecial order, 
I here arreft you prifoner of ftate. 
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OSMOND. 

What king ? 1 know no king of Sicily— 
Unlefs he be the hufband of Conftantia. 

RODOLPHO. 

Then know him noyr B€hoid his royal orders 

To bear you to tl^e cattle of Palermo. 

SIFFRBDI. 

Let the big torrent foam its madnefs off. 
Submity my lord— No cattle long can hold 
Our wrongs— This, niore than friendfhip or alliance. 
Confirms me thine ; this binds me to thy fortunes. 
By the ftrong tye of common injury, 

Which nothing can diflblve 1 grieve^ Rodolpho, 

To fee the reign in fuch unhappy fort 
Begin. 

OSMOND. 

The reign ! the ufurpation call it ! 
This meteor king may blaze awhile, but fooQ 

Mutt fpend his idle terrors— Sir, lead on 

Farewel, my lord More than my }ife and fortune, 

Remember well, is in your hands— my honour ! 

SIFFRBDI. 

Our honour is the fame. My fbn farewel " ■ 
We fliall not long be parted. On thefe eyes 
Sleep fhallnot ttied his balm, till I behold thee 
Reftor'd to freedom, or partake thy bonds. 

Even ngble courage is not void of blame. 
Till nobler patience fandifi^s its flame. 



Ps 
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ACTV, SCENE I. 

SIFf REPI, iflon^. 

'Tp H E profped lowrs around. I found the king| 
■*' The* calm'd a little* with fubfiding tempeft. 
As fuits his generous nature, yet in love 
Abated nought, moft ardent in his purpofe $ 
Inexorably fix'd, whatever the rifquey 
To claim my daughter, and difiblve this marriage-^ 
I have embark'd, upon a perilous fea, 
A mighty treaiure. Here the rapid youth, 
Th* impetuous paffions of a lover-king 
Check my bold courfe ; and there, the jealous pride| 
Th^ impatient honour of a haughty lord 
Of the £irft rank, in intereft and dependants 
Near equal to the king, forbid retreat. 
My honour too, the fame unchanged conyiftionii 
That thefe my meafures were, and ftill remain 
Of abfolute neceffity, to fave 
The land from civil fury, urge me on. 
But how proceed ?— I only faftcr rufh 
Upon the defperate evils I would fliun. 
Whatever the motive be, deceit, I fear. 
And harih unnatural force are not the meax^ 
Of public welfare or of private bhfs-rr 
Bear witnefs. Heaven ! Thou mind-infp^ftfaig eye \ 
My breaft is pure. I have prefer*<l my duty. 
The good and fafety of my fellow-fubje^ls. 
To all tbofe views that fire the felfifh race 
Of men, and xoSx them in eternal brpils, 
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Ent4r an omcER bibnging to siffrbdi. 

OFFICER. 

My lord, a man of noble port, his face 
Wrapp'd in dtfguifey is earned for admiffion* 

SIFFREDI. 
Gb, bid him enter— [Officer goes outp 

Ha ! wrap'd in difguife ! 
And at this late unfeafonable hour ! 
When o*er the world tremendous midnight reigns, 
By the dire gloom of raging tempeft doubled— 

S C E N E II. 
SIFFREDI, OSMOND, difc9vmng himfilf* 

SIFFREDI. 

What ! ha ! earl Ofmond, you ?— Welcome, once more. 
To this glad roof! — But why in this difguife ? 
Would I could hope the king exceeds his promiie ! 
I have his faith foon as to-morrow's fun 
Shall gild Sicilians cliflFs, you fhall be free.— 
Has fome good angel tum'd his heart to juftice f 

OSMOND, 

It is not Jby the favour of count Tancred 
That I am here. As much I fcorn his favour. 
As I defy his tyranny ind threats— 
Our friend Gofiredo, who commands the caftle, 
On my paro}e, ere dawn| to render back 
My perfon, has permitted me this freedom. 
Know then ; the faithlefs outrage of to-day. 
By him conmiitted whom you call the king, 

P 4 
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Has rous'd Conftaotia's court. Ourfriendsy the friends 

Of virtue^ jufticcy and of public faith. 

Ripe for revolty are in high ferment all. 

Thisy thisy they fay, exceeds whate'er deformed 

The miferable days we faw beneath 

William the Bad. This faps the folid baie^ 

At onccy of gpvemment and private life ; 

This fhamelefs impofition on the faith. 

The majefty of fen^tes, this lewd infult. 

This violation of the rights of men. 

Added to thefe, his ignominious treatment 

Of her th* iljuftrious offspring of our kings, 

Sicilia's hope, and now our royal miftrefs. 

You know, my lord, how grofsly thefe infringe 

The late king's will ; which orders, if count Tancred 

Make not Conftantia partner pf his throne. 

That he be quite excluded the fucceilion. 

And flie to Henry given, king of the Romans, 

The potent emperor Barbaroffa^s fon. 

Who feeks with earned inflance her alliance. 

I thence of you, as guardian of the laws. 

As guardian of this Will to you entrufted, 

Defire, nay more, demand your inftant aid| 

To fee it put in vigorous execution. 

SIFFREDI. 

You cannot doubt, my lord, of my concurrence. 
Who more than I have laboured this great point ? 
*Tis my own plan. And, if I drop it now, 
I fhould be jullly branded with the fhame 
Of rafh advice, or defpicable weaknefs. 
But let us not precipitate the matter. 
Conftantia's friends are numerous and ftrong ; 
Yet Tancred*s, truft me, are of equal force. 
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E*er fiiKe the fecret of his birth was known. 
The people all are in a tumult hurl'd 
Of boundlefs J07, to hear there lives a prince 
Of mighty Guifcard's line. Numbers, befides. 
Of powerful barons, who at heart had pin'd. 
To fee the reign of their renowned forefathers, 
Won by immortal deeds of matchlefs valour, 
Pafs from the gallant Normans to the Suevi, 
Will with a kind of rage efpoufe his caufe— 
'Tis fo, my lord— be not by paffion blinded—— 
*Tis furely fo— O if our prating virtue 
Dwells not in words alone — O let us join. 
My generous Ofmond, to avert thefe woes. 
And yet fuftain our tott'ring Norman kingdom ! 

03M0ND. 

But how, SifiFredi ? how ?— If by foft means 
We can maintain our rights, and fave our country. 
May his unnatural blood firft ftain the fword. 
Who with unpitying fury firft fhall draw it ! 

SIFFREDI. 

■ 

I have a thought — The glorious work be thine. 
But it requires an awful flight of virtue. 
Above the pafGons of the vulgar bread, 
And thence from thee I hope it^ noble Ofmond-^ 
Suppofe my daughter, to her God devoted. 
Were plac'd within fome convent's facred verge, 
Beneath the dread proteftion of the altar— 

OSMOND. 

Ere then, by Heavens ! I would devoutly (have 
My holy fcalp, turn whining monk myfelf. 
And pray inceiTant for the tyrant's fafety I— • 
What ! How ! becaufe an infolent invader, 
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A facrilegious tfrsmtf in contempt 

Of all thofe noblcft rights, which to maintain 

Is man^s peculiar pride, demands my wife ;. 

That I fhall thus betray the common caufc 

Of human kind, and tamely yield her up. 

Even in the maimer you propofei^O then 

I were fupremely vile ! degraded ! Qx3ni*d I 

The fcom of manhood ! and abhorr'd of honour ! 

SIffr:sdi, 

There is, my lord, an honour, the calm child 
Of reafon, of humanity and mercy, 
Superior far to this pundilious demon. 
That fingly minds itfelf, and oft embroils 
With proud barbarian niceties the world ! 

OSMQND, 

My lord, my lord!— I cannot brook your prudence- 
It holds a pulfe unequal to my blood-—— 
Unblemifli'd honour is the flower of virtue ! 
The vivifying foul ! and he who flights it 
Will leave the other dtdl and lifelefs drofs* 

$IFFR]$DI« 
No more— -You arc too warm. 

OSMOND, 

You are too cool. 

SIFFREDI, 

Too cool, my lord ? I were indeed too cool. 
Not to refent this language, and to tell thee 
I wifli earl Ofmond were as cool as I 
To his own felfifli blifs— ay, and as warm 
To that of others— But of this no morc' 
My daughter is thy wife— I gave her to thee, 
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■ 

And will agsdnft all forpe maintain her thine. 

But think not I will catch thy headlong paffioQs, 

Whirl'd in a blaze of madnefs o'er the land ; 

Or till the laft extremity compel me, 

Rifque the dire means of war — The king to-morrow 

Will fet you free 5 and, if by gentle means 

He does not yield my daughter to your arms, 

And wed Conftantia, as the will requires. 

Why then expe<9: me on the fide of juftice 

Let that fuffice. 

OSMONDt 

It does — Forgive my heat. 
My rankled mind, by injuries inflamed. 
May be too prompt to take and give offence. 

SIFFREDIf 

'Tis paft— Your wrongs, I own, may well traniport 
The wifeil mind — But henceforth, noble Oimond, 
Do me more juftice, honour more my truth. 
Nor mark me with an eye of fquint fufpicion* 
Thefe jars apart --You may repofe your foul 
On my firm faith and unremitting friendfhip. 
Of that I fure have given exalted proof. 
And the next fun we fee, (hall prove it further^ 
Return, my fon, and from your friend Goffredo 
Releafe your word. There try, by foft repofe. 
To calm your breaft. 

OSMOND. 

Bid the vext ocean fleep. 
Swept by the pinions of the raging north— 
But your frail age, by care and toil exhaufted, 
Demands the balm of all-repairing reft. 
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SIFFREDI. 

Soon as to-^iorrow's dawn fhall ftreak the ikies, 
ly with my friends in folemn ftate aflembled. 
Will to the palace, and demand your freedom. 
Then by calm reafon, or by higher means. 
The king fhall quit his claim, and in the face 
Of Sicily, my daughter fhall be yours. 
Farewel. 

OSMOND. 

My lord, good night. 



SCENE III. 

OSMOND alom. [After a long paufe. 

I like him not' 
Yes— I have mighty matter of fufpicion. 
'Tis plain — I fee it lurking in his breaft. 
He has a foolifh fondnefs for this king*- 
My honour is not fafe, while here my wife 
Remains — Who knows but he this very night 
May bear her to fome convent as he mentioned— 
The king too — tho* I fmother'd up my rage, 
I mark'd it well — will fet me free to-morrow. 
Why not to-night ? He has fome dark defign«— 
By Heavens ! he has— I am abus'd moft grofsly ; 
Made the vile tool of this old (latefman's fchemes ; 
Marry'd to one —Ay, and he knew it,— one 
Who loves young Tancred ! Hence her fwooning, tears. 
And all her foft diflrefs, when fhe difgrac'd me 
By bafely giving her perfidious hand 
Without her heart — Hell and perdition ! this. 
This is the perfidy !— This is the fell, 
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The keen» envenomM, cxquifite difgrace ! 
Whicli to a man of honour even exceeds 
The falfehood of the perfon — But I now 
Will roufe me from the poor tame lethargy. 
By my believing fondnefs cad upon me. 
I will not wait his crawling timid motions. 
Perhaps to blind me meant, which he to-morrow 
Has promis'd to purfue. No ! ere his eyes 
Shall open on to-morrow's orient beam, 
1 1^11 convince him that earl Ofmond never 
Was form'd to be his dupe— I know full well 
Th' important weight and danger of the deed : 
But to a man, whom greater dangers prefs. 
Driven to the brink of infamy and horror, 
Rafhnefs itfelf, and utter defperation. 
Arc the bcft prudence — I will bear her oflF 
This night, and lodge her in a place of fafety. 
I have a trufty band that waits not far. 
Hence ! let me lofe no. time — One rapid moment 
Should ardent form, at (»ice, and execute 
A bold defign— 'Tis fix'd— 'Tis done !— Yes, then. 
When I have feiz'd the prize of love and honour. 
And with a friend fecur'd her ; to the caftle 
I will repair, and claim Gofiredo's promife 
To life with all his garrifbn~-my friends 
With brave impatience wait* The mine is Isud, 
And only wants my kindling touch to fpring. 
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SCENE IV. 
sigismundaV Apartment, 

SiGISMUNDAj LAURA. 
LAURA. 

Heavens ! 'tis a fearful night ! 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Ah ! the black rage 
Of midnight tempeft, or th' afliiring finiles 
Of radiant mom are equal all to me. 
Nought now has charms or terrors to my breaft. 
The feat of ftupid woe!-* Leave me, my Laura. 
Kind reft> perhaps, may huih my woes a little^— 
Oh for that quiet ilecp that knows no morning 1 

LAURA. 

Madam, indeed I know not how to go. 
Indulge my fondnefs— Let me wktch a while 
By your fad bed, till thefe dread hours fhall pafs. 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Alas ! what is the toil of elements, 
This idle perturbation of the iky. 

To what I feel within !— Oh that the fires 

Of pitying Heaven would point their fiiry here I 

Good night, my deareft Laura! 

LAURA. 

O I know not 
What this opprefiion means — But 'tis with pain^ 
With tears, I can periuade myfelf to leave you— 
Well then«-Good nighty my deareft Sigifmunda! 
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S t E N E V. 

SIGISMUNDA« 

And am I then alone'? — The moft undone^ 
Moft wretc^d being now beneath the cope 
Of this afirighting gloqm that wraps the world ! 
I faid I did not fear«-Ah me! I feel 
A fhivering horror run thro' all my powers ! 
O I am nought but tumult^ fears and weaknefs ! 
And yet how idle fear when hope is gone. 
Gone, gone for ever !— O thou gentle fcene 

[LookHig towards hir hid. 
Of fweet repofe, where by the oblivious draught 
Of each fad toftfbme day, to peace reftor*d 
Unhappy mortals lofe their woes awhile. 
Thou haft no peace for me !--^What (hall I do? 
How pafs this dreadful night, H^ big with terror ?^- 
Here, with the midnight (hades, here will I iit, 

ISitting down. 
A prey to dire deipair, and ceafelefs weep 
The hours away— Blefs me— I heard a noife— - 

[Starting uf. 

No— I miftook— Nothing but filence reigns 

And awful midnight round— Again !— O Hearens ! 

My lord the king ! 
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SCENE VI. 

TANCRED, SIGISMUNDA. 

TANCRED. 

Be not alarm'd, my love I 

SIGISMUNDA. 

My royal lord ! why at this midnight hour. 
How came you hither? 

. TANCRED. 

By that fecret way 
My lore contrived, when we, in happier days» 
UsM to devote thefe hours, {o much in vain^ 
To vows of love and everlailing friendfliip. 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Why will you thus perfift to add new flings 
To her diftrefs, who never can be thine I 
O fly me ! fly ! You know— 

TANCRED. 

I know too much. 

how I could reproach thee, Sigifmunda I 
Pour out my injur'd foul in juft complaints ! 

But now the time pennits not, thefe fwift moments*-* 

1 told thee how thy father's artifice 
Forc'd me to feem perfidious in thy eyes. 
Ah, fatal blindnefs ! not to have obfenr'd 

The mingled pangs of rage and love that fliook me : 
When, by my cruel public fituation 
Compell'd, I only feign'd confent, to gain 
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A little time, and more fecure.tbee mine. 

E'er lince— a dreadful interval of care ! 

My thoughts have been employ'd, not without hope. 

How to defeat Siffredi's barbarous purpofe. 

But thy credulity has ruinM all. 

Thy rafli, thy wild— I know not what to name It- 

Ohy it has prov'd the giddy hopes of man 

To be deluflon all, and fickening foUy ! 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Ah, generous Taiicred ! ahthy truth deftroys me ! 

Yes, yes, 'tis I, 'tis I alone am falfe ! 

My hafty rage, join'd to my tame fubmiffion. 

More than the moft exalted filial duty 

Could e'er demand, has dafh'd our cup of fate 

With bittertieft unequalled— But, alas ! 

What are thy woes to mine ?— *to mine ! juft Heaven !• 

Now is thy turn of vengeance — hate, renounce me ! 

leave me to the fate I well deferve. 
To fink in hopelefs miiery ! — at leaft. 
Try to forget the worthlefs Sigifinunda ! 

TANCRED. 

Forget thee ! No ! Thou art my foul itfelf ! 

1 have no thought, no hope, no wifli but thee ! 
Even this repented injury, the fears. 
That roufe me all tomadnefs, at the thought 
Of lofmg thee, the whole colleded pains 
Of my full heart, ferve but to make thee dearer ! 
Ah, how forget thee !— Much muft be forgot. 
Ere Tancred can forget his Sigifmunda ! 

SIGISMUNDA. 

But you, my lord, muft make that great effort 
Vol. hi. (^ 
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TANCRED. 
Can Sigifinunda make it ? 

SIGISMUNDA* 

Ah ! I know not 
With what fuccefs^But all that feeble woman 
And love-entangled reafon can perform, 
ly to the utmofty will exert to do it. 

TANCRED. 

Fear not— *tis done !— If thou canft form the thought, 
Succefs is fure-»I am forgot already I 

SIGISMUNDA. 
Ah Tancred !— But, my lord, refpeft me more. 
Think who I am — ^What can you now propofe ? 

TANCR£D. 

To claim the plighted vows which Heaven has heard. 
To vindicate the rights of holy love 
By faith and honour bound, to which compared 
Thefe empty forms, which have enfnar'd thy hand. 
Are impious guile, abufe, and profanation**— « 
Nay, as a king, whofe high prerogative 
By this unlicensed marriage is aflPronted, 
To bid the laws themfelves pronounce it void. 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Honour, my lord, is much too proud to catch 
At every flender twig of nice diftinSions. 
Thefe for th' unfeeling vulgar may do well : 
But thofe, whofe fouls are by the nicer rule 
Of virtuous delicacy nobly fway'd. 
Stand at another ba^ than that of laws. 
Then ceafe to urge me— Since I am not bom 
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To that exalted fete to be your qneen— 

Or, yet a dearer name— to be your wife ! — • 

I am the wife of an illuftriott^ lord 

Of your own princely blood ; and what I am^ 

I will with proper dignity r^xnatn* 

Retire, my royal lord— There is no means 

To cure the wounds this fatal day has given^ 

We imeet no more ! 

TAN-CRED* 

Oh barbarous Sfgtfinttiida ! 
And canft thoo talk thus Aea^yf thus treat me 
With fiich unpftyiRg, unrelenting rigour ? 
Poor id ^ love, that rather than give up 
A little pride^ a little formal pride, 
The breath of vanity ! can bear to fee 
The man, whoie heart was once fo dear to thine 
By many a tender vow fo mix'd together, 
A prey to anguiih, fury and diftrajtion !— 
Thou canil not furely mike me fiich a wretch. 
Thou canft not, Sigifinunda I'^V^t relent, 

fave us yet 5 — Rodolpho, with my guards. 
Waits in the garden-— Let us feize the moments 
We ne'er may have again — With more than power 

1 will aflert thee mine, with faired honour. 

The world (halleven approve; each honeft bofom 
Swell with a kindred joy to fee us happy% 

SIGISMUNDVl* 

The world approve ! What is the world to me ? 
The confcious mind is its own awful world.— 
And yet, perhaps, if thou wert not a king, 
I know not, Tancred^ what I might have done« 
Then, then, my condudb, fan£lify'd by love. 
Could not be deemed, by the fevered judge. 
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The mean e£Fed of intereft or ambition. 
But now not all my partial heart can plead. 
Shall ever fhake th' unalterable didates 
That tyraimize my breaft* 

tanCjred. 

Tis well — No more—* 
1 yield me to my fate— Yes, yes inhuman ! 
Since thy barbarian heart is fteel'd by pride. 
Shut up to love and pity» here behold me 
Call on the ground, a vile and abjed wretch ! 
Loft to all cares, all dignities, all duties! ' 
Here will I grow, breathe out my faithful (bul. 
Here at thy feet— Death, death alone (hall part us ! 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Have you then vow'd to drive me to perdition ? 

What can I more ? — ^Yes, Tancred ! once again 

I will forget the dignity my (lation 

Commands me to fuftain— for the laft time 

Will tell thee, that, I fear, no ties, no duty. 

Can ever root thee from my haplefs bofom. 

O leave me ! fly me ! were it but in pity ! 

To fee what once we tenderly have lov'd. 

Cut oflF from every hope — cut off for ever I 

Is pain thy generofity Ihould fpare me. 

Then rife, my lotd ; and if you truly love me ; 

If you refpedb my hoiiour, nay, my peace. 

Retire ! for tho' th'.emotions of my heart 

Can ne'er alarm my virtue ; yet, alas 1 

They tear it (b, they pierce it with fuch anguifh— 

Oh, 'tis too much ! — I cannot bear the coziflid ! 
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SCENE .VII. 

TANCREDj OSMOND^ SIQISMUNDA. 

OSMOND, entering. 

Turn, tyrant ! turn ! and anfwer to my honouF, 
For this thy bafe infu£Ferable outrage ! 

TANCRED. 

Infolent traitor ! think not to efcape 

Thyfelf my vengeance ! [Theyjight. O&nond/alls. 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Help here ! help ! — O Heavens ! 
IT/frotving herfelf dvwn by him. 
Alas ! my lord, what meant your heaalong rage ? 
That faith, which I this day, upon the altar. 
To you devoted, is unblemifhM, pure. 
As vefbd truth ; was refolutely yours. 
Beyond the power of aught on earth to {hake it. 

OSMOND. 

Perfidious woman ! die ! 

[Shifrtening hisfiuordy he plunges it into her breaft* 

And to the grave 
Attend a hufband, yet but half aveng'd \ 

TANCRED. 
O horror ! horror ! execrable villain ! 

OSMOND. 
And, tyrant ! thou !— Thou (halt not o^er my tomb 
Exult— ^Tis well— Tis great !— I die content !— 

[Dies. 
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SCENE VIIL 

TANCRED, SIFFREM, «.ODOLPHO, SIGISMCTNDA, 

LAURA* 

TANCRED. 

[Thro<wing him/elf down fy Siglfmundat 

Quick ! here I bring aid !— All in Palermo bring 
Whofe (kill can fave her !— -Ah ! that gentle bofoni 
pours fall the ftreams oflMe. 

SIGISMUNDA. 

All aid is vain, 
I feel the powerful hand pf death upon me-* 
Put, oh ! it iheds a fweetnefs thro' my fate. 
That I am thine again ; and without blame. 
May in my Tancrcd's anns refign my foal ! 

TANCRED. 

Oh, death is in that voice ! fo gently mild. 
So fadly fweet, as miires even with mine 
The tears of hovering angels !— Mine again!——- 
And is it thus the cruel Fates have join'd us ! 
Are thefe the horrid ni;^tials they prepare 
For love like ours ? Is virtue thus rewarded ? 
Let not my impious rage accufe juft Heaven ! 
Thou, Tancred! Thou! haft murder'd Sigifmunda ! 
That furious man was bi^t the tool of Fate, 
I, I the caufe l-^But I Mil do thee jufticc 
On this deaf he^^rt ! that to thy tender wifdom 
Refus'd an ear— Ye$, death fliall foon unite us 1 
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SIGI^MUNDA. 

Live) live, my Tancred ! — Let my death fuffice 

To expiate all that may have been amifs. 

May it appes^e the Fates, avert their fury 

From thy propitious reign ! Mean-time, of me 

And of thy glory mindful, live, I charge thee. 

To guard our friends, and make thy people happy— 

\Obfirving Sif£rtd\fixt in afionijhment and grief . 
My father !— — Oh ! how fliall I lift my eyes 
To th^e my finking father ! 

SIFFREDI. 

Awful Heaven ! 
I Sim chaftis*d— My dearefl child I — 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Where am I ? 
A fearful darknefs clofes all around — 
My friends ! We needs muft part— I muft obey 
Th* imperious call— Farewel, my Laura ! cherifh 
yij poor afflidled father's ?ige — Rodolpho, 
Now is the time to watch th' unhappy king. 
With all the care and tendemefs of friendfhip-** 
Oh my dear father ! bow'd beneath the weight 
Of age and grief — the vidlim even of virtue. 
Receive my laft adieu !— Where art thou, Tancred ? 
Give me thy hand— But, ah !— it cannot fave me 
From the dire king of terrors, whofe cold power 
Creeps o*er my heart— Oh ! 

TANCRED, 

How thefe pangs diftra^l me \ 
O lift thy gracious eyes ;— — Thoules^v'ft me then \ 
Thou loav'ft me, Sigifmunda \ 

<L4 
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SIGISMUNDA. 

Yet a momcnl:— 9 
I hady my Tancred, fbrnething more to fay 

Yes but thy love and tendemefs for me 

Sure makes ijt needlefs — Harbour no refentnient 
Againft my father ; yenerate his zeal. 
That adted from a principle of goodnefs. 
From f^^ithful love to thee*— Live, and maintain 
My innopence imbali^'d, with holied care 

Preferve my fpotlefs memory ! — I di« 

Eternal Mercy take my trembling foul! 
Oh ! 'tis the only fting of death to part 
From thofewclove — from th^e— farewel, mjrTancred! 

[Dies. 
TANCRED. 
Thus then ! 

[Flying to his /word, is held by Rpdolphp* 

RODOLPHO. 

]tJold! hold! my lord! — Have you forgot 
Your Sigifmunda'3 lafi requeft already? 

TAJfCRSp. 
Off! fet me free ! Think not to bind me down. 
With barbarous friendfhip, tp the rack of life ! 
What hand can fhut the thoufand thoufand gates. 
Which death ftill opens to the woes of motals ?— 
I fhall find means — No power in earth or heaven 
Can force me tp endure the hateful light, 
Thus robbM of all that lent it joy and fweetnefs ! 
Off! traitors! off! or my diftradled foul 
Will burft indignant from this jail of nature. 
To where flie beckons yonder— No, mild feraph ! 
Point not to life— I cannot linger here, 
Cut off from thee, the iniferable pity, 
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The fconi ofhumiin kind!— — *A trampled king ! 

WhQ let his mean poor*hearted love, one moment, 

Tq coward prudence Hoop ; who made it not 

The firfl undoubting action of his reign, 

To^&atch thee to his throne, and there to ihield thee. 

Thy helplefs bofom from a ruffian's fury ! — • 

O fliame:! O agony ! O the fell ftings 

Of late, of .vain repentance I— —Ha ! my brain 

Is all on fire ! a wild abyfs of thought ! 

Th' infernal world difclofes ! See ! behold him ! 

Lo ! with fierce fmiles he (hakes the bloody fleel, 

And mocks my feeble tearslr— Hence! quickly, hence ! 

Spurn his vile carcafs 1 give it to the dogs ! 

Expofe it to the winds and fcreaming ravens I 

Or hurl it down that fiery fteep to hejl, 

There with his foul to tofs in flames for ever !«-— 

Ah, impotence of rage ! — What am I ? where ? 

Sad,, filent, all ?'— The forms of dumb defpair. 

Around fome mournful tomb !— What do I fee ? 

This foft abode of innocence and love 

Tum'd to the houie of death ! a place of horror ! 

Ah ! that poor corfe ! pale ! pale! deform'dwith murder! 

Is that my Sigifmunda ! 

l^T/frowing bim/elfdonun ly her* 

SIFFREPI. 

[After a pathetic paufe, looking on tbefcene before bim* 

Have I liv*d 
To thefe enfeebled years, by Heaven referv'd 
To be a dreadful monument of juftice !^— 
Rodolpho, raife the king, and bear him hence 
From this diftradUng fcene of blood and death* 
Alas ! I dare not give him my affiftance ; 
My care would only more inflame his rage. 
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Behold the fatal work of 1117 dark hand. 
That by mde force the paflions would commandy 
That ruthlefs fought to root them from the breaft $ 
They may be rul'd, but will not be oppreft. 
Taught hence, ye parents, who from nature ftrayt 
And the great ties of fbcial life betray ; 
Ne'er with your children aA a tyrant's part : 
^is yours to guide, not violate the heart : 
Ye vainly wife, who o'er mankind prefide. 
Behold my righteous woes, and drop your pride \ 
Keep Virtue^s fimple path before your eyes. 
Nor think firom evil good can ever rift^ 
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SPOKITN Tsr MISS 3UDGELL* 



CRAMMED i^ l3ie throat iK^ wlxolefome moral &u9^ 
Alas! poor ' audience { you have had enouglu 
Was ever hajlefs heroine of a play- 
In fuch a piteous |/Iight as ours to-day ? 
Was cver^woraan fpT)jlove betrayed? 
Matched *with two hufbands, and yet— die a maid* 
But blefs me !— lidld — What founds are thefel hear!— 
I fee th<: Tragic Mufe herfelf appear. 

The back-fcene opens, and difcoyers a romantic Sylvan 
landddps from which Mrs. Ciblier, in the chara^r of 
the Tragic Mufe, advances flowly to mufic> and fpeaks 
the following lines : 

Hence with your flippant epilogue, that tries 
To wipe the virtuous tear from Britifh eyes ; 
That dares my moral, tragic fcene profane. 
With drains— at beft, unfuiting, light and vain, 
Hence from the pure unfully'd beams that play 
In yon fair eyes where virtue fhines — ^Away ! 

Britons, to you from chafle Caftalian groves. 
Where dwell the tender, oft unhappy loves ; 
Where ihades of heroes roam, each mighty name^ 
And court my aid to rife again to fame ; 
To you I come, to Freedom -s nobleft feat. 
And in Britannia fix my laft retreat. 
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In Greece and Rome, I watch'd the public weal $ 
The pnrple tyrant trembled at my fteel: 
Nor did I leis o'er private forrows reign. 
And mend the melting heart with fofter pain. 
On France and You then role my brightning ftar. 
With ibcial ray— The Arts are Qe V at war. 
0» as your %re and genius ftronger blaze. 
As yours are generous Freedom's bolder lays, 
Let not the Gallic tafte leave yours behind, 
In decent manners and in life refin'd ; 
Baniih the motly mode, to tag low verie. 
The laughing ballad to the mournful herfe. 
When thro' five ads your hearts have learnt to glpw, 
Touch'd with the facred force of honeft woe ; 
O keep the dear impreflion on your breaft, 
Nor idly lofe it for a wretched jeft. 
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PROLOGUE. 

WRIt'TEN BT 

The Hon. GEORGE LYTTLETON, E(q. 

SPOKEN BV MR* QUIN* 

1C OM£ not here your candour to implore 
For fceneS) whole author is, alas ! no more) 
He wants no^drocate his caufe to plead j 
You will yourfelves be patrons of the dead* 
No party his benevolence confin'd^ 
No fe£l— alike it flowed to all mankind. 
He lov*d his friends (forgive this gufliing tear x 
Alas ! I feel I am no a6lor here) 
He lov*d his friends with fuch a warmth of hearty 
So clear of int*reft, fo devoid of art. 
Such generous friendfhip, fuch unfliaken 2ea], 
No words can fpeak it, but our tears may tell. ■ 
O candid truth, O faith without a ftain, 
O manners gently firm^ and nobly plain, 
O fympathizing love of others blifs« 
Wheie will you find another breaft like his ? 
Such was the man— the poet well you know : 
Oft has he touched your hearts with tender woe : 
Oft in this crowded houfe, with )uft applaufe 
You heard him teach fair Virtue*s puyeft laws j 
For his chafte Mufe employed her heav*n-taught lyre 
None but the nobleft paflions to infpire. 
Not one immoral, one corrupted thought. 
One line, which dying he could wilh to blot. 
Oh, may to-night your favourable doom 
Anotbei* laurel add to grace his tomb : 
Whilft he, fuperior now to praife or blame. 
Hears not the feeble voice of human fame. 
Yet if to thofe, whom moft on earth he Iov*d, 
From whom his pious care is now removM, 
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With whom his liberal hanid^ and bounteous heart, 
SharM all his little fortune could impart j 
If to thofe friends your kind regard (hall give 
What they no longer can fron\ his receive, 
That^ that, even now, above yon ftarry pole. 
May touch with pleafure his immortal foul. 
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TRAGEDY. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 
Ttht voLsciAN Camp. 

ATTIUS TULLUS, VOLUSIUS. 
VOLUSIUS. 

WHENCE is it, Tullus, chat our arms are ftopt 
Here on the borders of the Roman ftate \ 
Why fleeps that fpirit» whofe heroic ardor 
Urg'd yon to break the truce, and pour'd our hoft. 
From all th' united cantons of the Volfci, 
On their unguarded frontier ? Such defigns 
Brook not an hour's delay ; their whole fuccefs 
Depends on inftant vigorous execution. 

« 

TULLUS. 

Voluiiusy I approve thy brave impatience % 
And will to thee, in confidence of &iend(hip, 
Difclofe my fecret foul. Thou know'ft Galefus^ 

Vol. in. R 
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Whofe freedom Caius Marcius^ once his gueft. 
Of all the fpoil of fack'd Corioli, 
Alone demanded ; and who thence to Rome» 
From gratitude and friendihipi followed Marcius ; 
Whence lately to our Antium he retum'd. 
With overtures of peace proposed by Rome. 

^ VOLUSIUS, 

I know him well ; an antiquated {age 
Of that romantic fchool Pythagoras 
EftablifliM here on our Hefperian fhore ; 
Whofe gentle didates only ferve to tame 
Enfeebled mortab into flaves* 

TULLUS. 

Galefusy 
Doubtlefsy pofTeiles many civil virtues ; 
Is gentle, good ; for reditude of heart. 
And innocence of life by all rever'd. 

VOLUSIUS. 

Pardon me, TuUus, if my faithful bluntnefs 
Deems you too liberal in his praift. In peace 
Such may perhaps do well, when prating rules 
An idle world ; but in tempeftuous times 
They are ftark naught, thefe vifionary ftatefinea 
Fit rulers only for their golden age. 
The rugged genius of rapacious Rome 
For other men, and other counfels, calls, 

TULLUS. 

Your thoughts are mine — I only meant to tell thee 
I The part he bears in this iU-tim'd delay. 

' Soon as our gathered army march'd firom Antium^ 
The Roman fenate, whofe attentive caution 
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WatchM all our motions, toolc zt once th' alarm ; 
And fent a herald, ere we pafs'd their borders. 
With formal ceremony, to demand 
The caufe of our approach. — Had I been mafter^ 
I would have anfwer'd at the gates of Rome. 
But this Galefus, who attends our camp 
Among the Volfcian deputies, fo pleaded 
The laws of nations, made fuch loud complaints 
Againfb th' infraftion of the public faith, 
So teaz*d us with the pedantry of ftates. 
That I was forced, unwilling, to permit 
His freedman Titus, to be fent to Rome 
With our demands. If thefe the fenate grants^ 
We then are in the toils of peace entangled. 
In fpite of all my efforts to avoid them. 

VOLUSIUS. 

O, *tis a. wild chimera ! Peace with Rome ! 

Dream not of that, unlefs the Volfcian courage 

Is quite fubdu'd, and only feeks to gild 

A vile fubmiffion with that fpecious name. 

Learn wifdom from your neighbours. Peace with Rome 

Has quelled the Latines, tam'd their free-born fpirit, 

And by her friendfhip honour'd them with chains. 

TULLUS. 

She ne*er will grant it on the juft conditions 
I now have brought the Volfci to demand : 
The reftitution of our conquer'd cities. 
And fair alliance upon equal terms. 
I know the Roman infolence will fcorn 
To yield to this s and Titus mufl return, 
Within three days, the longeft term allow'd him ; 
Of which the third is near elaps'd already. 

R 2 
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Then even Galefus; will not dare to ftop ns 
With fuperftitious forms, and folemn trifles^ 
From letting loofe th' unbridled rage of war 
Againft thofe hated tyrants of Hefperia. 

VOLUSIUS. 

Thanks to the gods ! my fword will then be free. 
Then, poor Corioli! thy bleeding wounds. 
Thy treafures fack'd, thy captive matrons. 
Shall amply be rev^ng'd by thy Volufius : 
Then, Tullus, from the lofty bro\vs of Marcius 
Thou may'ft regain the wreaths his conquering hand. 
By partial fortune aided, tore from thine. 

TULLUS. 

O my Volufius ! thou, who art a foldier, 

A try'd and brave one too, fay, in thy heart 

Doft thou not fcorn me ? thou who faw'ft me bend 

Beneath the half-lpent thunder of a foe, 

Warm from the conqueft of Corioli, 

Which, rufhing furious in with thofe, whofe fally 

He had repelPd, he feiz'd almoft alone ; 

And gave to fire and fword. Yet thence he flew 

Scorning the plunder of our richefl city. 

His wounds undreft, without a moment's refpite. 

To where our armies on the fearful edge 

Of battle flood ; and, afking of the conful 

To be opposed to me, with mighty rage, 

RefifUefs, bore us down. 

VOLUSIUS. 

True valour, Tullus, 
Lies in the mind, the never-yielding purpofe. 
Nor owns the blind award of giddy Fortune. 
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TULLUS* 

M7 foul, mj friend, my foul is all on fire ! 

Thirft of revenge confumes me ! the revenge 

Of generous emulation, not of hatred. 

This happy Roman, this proud Marcius haunts me* 

Each troubled night when flaves and captives deep. 

Forgetful of their chains, I, in my dreams. 

Anew am vanquifh'd ; and, beneath the fword 

With horror finking, feel a tenfold death. 

The death of honour. But I will redeem^- 

Yes, Marcius, I will yet redem my fame. 

To face thee once again is the great purpofe 

For which alone I live— Till then how flow. 

How tedious lags the time ! while fhame corrodes me. 

With many a bitter thought ; and injur'd honour 

Sick, and defponding, preys upon itfelf. 

VOI,U3IUS. 

It faft approaches now, the hour of vengeance. 
To this fam'd land, to ancient Latium due. 
Unbalanc'd Rome, at variance with herfelf. 
To order loft, in deep and hot commotion. 
Stands on the dangerous point of civil War ; 
Her haughty nobles, and feditious commons 
Reviling, fi^aring, hating one another: 
While, on our part, all wears a profperous face ; 
Our troops united, numerous, high in ipiri^, 
As if their gen'ral's foul informed them all* 
O long-expedled day ! 

TULLUS. 

Go, brave Volufius, 
Go breathe thy ardor into every breaft. 
That when the Volfcian envoy Ihall return, 
Whom ere the clofe of evening I expedl, 

R3 
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One fpirit may unite us in the caufe 

Of generous freedom, and our native rights. 

So long oppreis'4 by Rome's encroaching power. 



SCENE II. 

TVJLLus ahm. 

Galefufi faid that Marcius (lands for confuL 
O favour thou his fuit, propitious Jove ! 
That I may brave him at his army's head. 
In all the majefty of fbvereign pow*r i 
That the whole condud of the war may reft 
On us alone, and prove by its decifion. 
Which of the two is worthieft to command* 
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TULLUS, OFFICER. 
TULLUS. 

Ha ! why this hs^le ? you look alarm'd. 

OFFICER. 

My lord. 
One of exalted port, his vifage hid. 
Has plac'd himfelf upon your facred hearth^ 
Beneath the dread protedion of your Lares ; 
And fits majeftic there in iblemn filence. 

TULLUS. 

Did you not afk him who, and what he was i 

OFFICJESR, 
My lord, I could not fpeak ; I felt appalPd, 
As if the prefence of fome God had (truck me* 
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t 

TULLUS, 

Come, daftard ! kt me find tliis man of terrors. 



SCENE IV- 

The back'ffene opfnsj and fifctfvirs CoRlOtANUS 

as defcribed above. 

CORipLANUS^ TVLLUS^ 

TULI.U8, after fonu JiUmcu 

Uluftrious ftranger— for tjiy high demeanour 
Befpeaks theje fuch— who art thou \ 

CORIOLANUS. 

\Rifing and unmuffling his face. 

View mc, Tullus— 

[Afierfome paufe. 
Doft thou not know me ? 

TULLUS. 

No. That noble front 
I never (^w before. What is thy name i 

CORIOLANUSf 

Does not the fecret voice of hqlUle inftind. 
Does not thy fwelling heart declare me to tbee ? 

TULLUS, 
Gods ! can it be ?— 

CQRIpLANV$. 
Yes. I am Caius Marcius \ 
Known to thy fmarting country by the name 
Of Coriolanus. That alone is left me^ 
That empty name, for all my toils, my fervicey 

R4 
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The blood which I have ihed for thanklefs Rome. 
Behold me banifliM thence, a vidim yielded 
By her weak nobles to the maddening rabble. 
I feek revenge. Thou may'ft employ my fword. 
With keener edge, with heavier force againft her^ 
Than e'er it fell upon the Volfcian nation. 
But if thouy TuUus, doft refufe me this. 
The only wifli of my coUeded heart. 
Where every paf£on in one burning point 
Concenters, give me death : Death from thy hand 
I fure have well defer v'd— Nor Ihall I blufh 
To take or life or death from Attius Tullus. 

TULLUS. 

Caius Marcius ! in this one fhort moment. 
That we have friendly talk'd, my ravifh'd heart 
Has undergone a great, a wonderous change. 

1 ever held thee in my beft efteem ; 
But this heroic confidence has won me, 
Stampt me at once thy friend. I were indeed 
A wretch as mean as dxis thy truft is noble. 
Could I refufe thee thy demand— Yes, Marcius* ! 
Thou haft thy wifh 1 take half of my command, 
If that be not enough, then take the whole. 

We have, my friend, a gallant force on foot. 
An army^ Marcius, fit to follow thee. 
Go lead them on, and take thy full revenge. 
All fhould unite to puhifh the ungrateful n 
Ingratitude is treafon to mankind. 

CORIOLANUS, embracing bim. 

Thus, generous Tullus, take a foldier's thanks^ 
Who is not pra^is'd in the glofs of words— 
Thou friend in deed I friend to my caufe, my quarrel I 
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Friend to the darling pafllon of my foul ! 
All elfe I fet at nought ! — Immortal gods ! 
I am new-made, and wonder at myfelf ! 
A little while ago, and I was nothing; 
A powerlefs reptil^ , crawling on t|ie earth, 
Curs'd with a foul that reftlefs wifh'd to wield 
The bolts of Jove I I dwelt in Erebus, 
I wander'd thro* the hopelefs gloom of hell, 
Stufkg with revenge, tormented by the furies ! 
Now, Tullus, like a god, you draw me thence^ 
Throne me.amidft the fkies, with tempeft charg'd, 
And put the ready thunder in my hand I 

TULLUS. 

What I have promis'd,. MarciUs, I will do. 

Within a4 hour at fartheft we ezped 

The freedman of Galefus back from Rome^ 

Who carried to the fenate our demands* 

Their anfwer wili, I doubt not, end the truce^ 

And inftant draw our angry fwords againft them. 

Till then retire within my inmoft tent, 

Unknown to all but me, that when our chiefs 

Meet ill full council to declare for war, 

I may produce thee to their wondering eyes. 

As if defcended from avenging Heaven 

To humble lofty Rome, and teach her juftice. 

CORIOLANUS. 
To thy direftiont Tullus, I refign 
My future life s my fate is in thy hands ; 
And, if I j^^dge aright, the fate of Rome* 
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GALESUS, TITUS. 
GALESUS. 

TNDEE D ! my Titus, I had hopes that Rome, 
*** Vezt as fhe is with her domeftic broils. 
Her frontier we^ak, her armies unprepar'd. 
Might have comply'd with oor demands, and given us 
The fame alliance granted to the Latines. 

TITUS. 
The fenate (carce would hear the terms I ofier'd ; 
But ordered me to bear this anfwer back : 
•* If firft the Volfci take up arms, the Romans 
" Will be the laft to lay them down.' 
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GALESUS. 

Alas! 
This anfwer feals the doom of many a wretch. 
Unchain'd Bellona from her temple rufhes, 
With all the crimes and vices in her train. 
Earth fades at her approach. To rural peace. 
Fair plenty, and the focial joy of cities. 
Soon will fucceed rage, rapine, devaftation. 
Each cruel horror fandify'd by names. 
O mortals ! mortals ! when will you, content 
With Nature's bounty, that in fuller flow, 
Still as your labours open more its fources, 
Abundant gufhes o'er the happy world ; 
When will you banifh violence and outrage. 
To dwell with beads of prey in woods and deferts ? 
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TITUS. 

Never till Rome fhall change her conquering maxims. 

GALESUS. 

Her haughty (pirit now will foar beyond 
Its ufual pitchy upborn by Caius Marcius. 
Stands he not for the confulate i 

TITUS. 

He did. 
^ But is no more a citizen of Rome. 

GAL£SU$» 

What mean'ft thou, Titus i 

TITUS. 

Marcius is from Rome 
Baniih'd for ever. 

GALESUS. 

O immortal Powers ! 
On what pretence could they to exile doom 
Their wifeft captain, and their braved foldier ? 
Nor lefs renown'd for piety, for juftice, 
An uncorrupted heart, and pureft manners. 

TITUS. 

The charge againfl him was entirely groundleis. 
What not his enemies themfelves believ'd, 
AffeAing of tyrannic power in Rome. 
His real crime was only fome hot words. 
Struck from his fiery temper, in the fenate, 
Againft thofe fadious minifters of difcord. 
The tribunes of the people. They to rage. 
And frantic fury, rous'd the mad plebeians ; 
By whom fupported in their bold attempt, 
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They durft prefume to fummoD: to the bar 
Of an enrag'd and partial populace. 
The moft illuftrious fenator of Rome. 
To this the nobles yielded — and, with his. 
Gave up their own and children's rights for ever* 

GALESUS. 

O fhameful weaknefs in a Roman fenate, 

So much renown'd for firmnefs ! yet my Titus, 

Spite of my love to Marcius, I muft own it^ 

The vigorous foil whence his heroic virtues 

Luxuriant rife, if not with careful hand 

Severely weeded, teems with imperfe&ions. 

His lofty fpirit brooks no oppofition. 

His r^ge, if once offended, knows no bounds. 

He deems plebeians with patrician blood 

Compared, the creatures of a lower fpecies, 

Mere menial hands by Nature meant to ferve him. 

TITUS. 

It was this high patrician pride undid him* 
The furious people triumph'd in his ruin 
As if they had expell'd another Tarquin : 
While, like a captive train, the vanquifh'd nobles 
Hung their dejedted heads in filent fhame. 
Marcius alone feem'd unconcem'd ; tho* deep 
The latent tempeft boiPd within his breaft, 
Choak'd up and fmother'd with exceffive rage. 

GALESUS, 

You were his gueft at Rome, and therefore, Titus» 
Might on this fad occafion be permitted 
To join yOur tears with his domeftic friends. 
Saw you that moving fcene i 
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I did, Galefus. ^ ' ' •''' 
I followed Marcius horae— His mother, there, 
Veturia, the moft- venerable matron 
Thefe cyjesiave, e'er beheld, and foft Vokimnia, t rjr 
His lovely vktuoi^s y^Ht amidft ins children, .;,-.. y 
Spread on the ground, lay loft in dumb defpair. 
He fwelling ftood a while, and could not fpeak, 
Th' aflFronted hero ftruggling with the man ; 
Then thus at laft he broke the gloomy filence ; 
** *Tis done. The guilty fentence is pronounced. 
^* Ungrateful Rome has call me from her bofbm. 
** Support this blow with fortitude and courage, 
** As it becomes two generous Roman matrons. 
** I recommend my children to your care. 
** Farewel. I go, I quit, without regret, 
** A city grown an enemy to virtue.** 

r 

GALESUS. 

Oh godlike Marcius I oh unconquer'd ftrengtb 
And dignity of mind ! How much fuperior 
Is fuch a foul to all the power of FcKtune ! 

TITUS. 

This faid, he ftemly tryM to break away : 
When, holding in his hand his eldeft fon, 
Veturia followed ; while the poor Volumnia, 
All drown'd in tears, and bearing in one arm 
Their youngeft, yet an infant^ with the other 
Hung clinging at his knees — ^he turning to them. 
Half foften'd, half fevere, breath'd from his foul 
Thefe broken accents-^** Ceafe your vain complaintS| 
•* Mother, you have no more a fon ; and thou, 
** Thou beft of women ! thou, my dear Volumnia ! 
" No more a hufband."— Pierc'd with thefe dire words 
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Volumnia lifelefs funk : and off he flung. 
With wild precipitation. 

GALESUS. 

Thy fad tale 
Blinds my old eyes with tears-^But whither, tell me, 
O whither, Titus, bent he then his courfe ? 

TITUS, 

Where the blind genius of regardlefs rage 

And defperation led. On to the gate 

Capena call'd, attended by the nobles, 

He ftalk'd in fullen majefty along ; 

Nor deign'd a word. A godlike virtuous anger 

Beam'd thro' his features, and fublimM his air. j 

With downcaft eyes he walk'd ; or, if afide j 

He chanc'd to look, each look was great reproach. ' 

Thus in emphatic filence, that made words 

Void and infipid all, he parted from them. 

The day preceding my return from Rome ; 

Nor has been heard of fince, loft in th' abyfs 

Of his own woes. 

GALESUS. 

O Marcius, noble Marcius ! 
How Ihall my friendfhip fuccour thy diftrefs ? 
Where (hall I find thee to partake thy forrows. 
And make myfelf companion of thy exile i 

But, Titus, we indulge difcourfe too long- 
Go, and afTemble thou the Volfcian chiefs, 
Whilft I repair to TuUus, to inform. 
And bring him to the council, there to hear 
The fatal anfwer chou haft brought from Rome. 
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.§CENE II. 
Changes to tullus's Tent. 

CORIOLANUS, TULLUS. 

. CORIOLANUS. 

Forgive mey TuUus, if I count the moments 
That ftop the purpofe of thy noble kindnefs. 
And keep me here confined in tame ina^ion. 
Why lingers Titus i 

TULLUS. 

Calm thy reftlefs heart. 
Brave Marcins ; every minute I expeft him. 
Soon from the cloud that hides thee, fhak thou break 
With double brightnefs ; fbon thy fiery rage 
Shall wither all the ftrengtb and pride of Rome. 

CORIOLANUS. 

righteous Jove, prote^or of the injured ! 
If from my earlieft youth, with pious awe, 

1 ftill have reverenc'd thy aH-powerful juftice. 
Still by her facred dictates rul'd my actions ; 
O let that juftice now fupport my caufe. 

And arm my ftrong right-hand vnth. all her terrors ! 
When that is done, be life or death my lot, . 
As thy almighty pleafure (hall determine. 

[EttUr an Offictr t9 Tullus. 

OFFICER. 

My lord, Galefus aiks admittance to you. 
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TULLUS. 

Marciusy retire an inftant, till I hear 

The bufinefs brings him hither^— Bid him enter. 

[Exit Officer an4 Coriolanus. 
[Enter Galefus. 



SCENE III. 

TULLUS^ GALESUS. 
GALESUS. 

TuUosy the Roman fenate has returned 
No other anfwer, to our late demands. 
But abfolute denial and defiance. 

TULLUS. 

It IS what I expected— We Ihall teach them 

An humbler language foon— Haft thou aflembled. 

As I defir'd, the Volfcian chiefs in council ? 

GALESUS. 

Titus is gone to fununcm their attendance. 

TULLUS. 

It is enough^ come forth, my noble gueft I 
And (hew Galefus how the gods aflift us. 

SCENE IV. 

CORIOLANUS^ TULLUS^ GALESUS. 

GALESUS. 

O my aftonifh'd foul ! yrhat do I fee i 

What ! Caius Marcius ! Caius Marcius here^ , 

Beneath one tent with Tullus \ 
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TULLUS. 

Ay, and xnore^ 
With TuIlttSy now his friend and fellow-foldier* 
Yesy thou Ihalt fee him thundering at the head 
Of Volfcian armies, he, who oft has carrjrM 
Delbru6tion thro* their ranks — Your leave a moment. 
While to our chiefs and fathers, I announce 
Their unezpeded gueft. 
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CORIOLANUS^ GALESUS. 
CORIOLANUS. 

Thou good old man ( 
Clofe let me ftrain thee to my faithful heart. 
Which now is doubly thine, united more 
By the proteftion which thy country gives me, 
Than by our formQ;r friendfliip. 

GALESUS. 

Strange event ! 
This is thy work, almighty Providence I 
Whofe power, beyond the ftretch of human thought. 
Revolves the orbs of empire ; bids them imk 
Deep in the deadning night of thy diipleafure. 
Or rife majeftic o'er a wondering world. 
The gods by thee— I fee it, Coriolanus,*— 
Mean to exalt us, and deprefs the Romans. 

CORIOLANUS* 
Galefus, yes, the gods have fent me hither ; 
Thofe righteous gods, who, when vindictive juftice 
Excites them to deftroy a worthlefs people. 
Make their own crimes and follies ftrike th« blow. 
Vol. III. S 
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PALESUS. 

Cherifii theie thoughts that teach us ivhat we art^ 

And tame the pride of man. There is a power 

Unfeen that roles th^ illimitabk world. 

That guides its motions^ from the brighteft fiar^ 

To the leafl duft of this fm-tainted mold ; 

While man, who madly dee'ms himfelf the lord 

Of ally is nought but weaknefs and dependasce* 

This facred truth, by fiire experience taught. 

Thou mufl have learnt, when, wandering all alone. 

Each bird, each infe(5i, flitting thro' the iky, 

Was more fufficient for itfelf, than thou— *• 

Ah the full image of thy woes diflblves me ! 

The pangs that mud have torn, at parting from thee^ 

Thy mother and thy wife. I cannot think 

Of that fad fcene, without fome drops of pity ! 

CORIOLANUS. 

Who was it forc'd me to that bitter partmg i 

Who, in one cruel, hafty moment, chas'd me 

From wife, from children, friends, and houfehold gods, 

Me ! who fo often had proteded theirs ? 

Who, from the facred city of my fathers. 

Drove me with Nature's commoners to dwell, 

To lodge beneath their wide unfheltered roof. 

And at their table feed i O blaft me, gods ! 

With every woe ! debility of mind, 

Diftionour, juft contempt, and palfyM weakneis. 

If I forgive the villains ! yes, Galefus, 

Yes, 1 will offer to the powers of vengeance 

A great, a glorious, viftim— a whole city !' 

Why, Tullus, this delay? 

GALESyS. 

May Coriolanus 
Be to the Volfcian nation, and himfelf, 
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The dready the godlike inftrument of juftice ! 
But let not rage and vengeance mix their rancour ; 
Let them not trouble with their fretful dorm, 
Their angry gleams, that azure, where enthroned 
The calm divinity of Juftice fits. 
And pities, while ihe punifhes, mankind* 

CORIOLANUS. 

What iaidft thou? What» againft the Powers of 

vengeance ? 
The gods gave honeft Anger, juft Revenge, 
To be the awful guardians of the rights 
And native dignity of human kind. 

were it not for them^ the fancy world 
Would grow a xioifome neft of little tyrants ! 
Each carrion crow, on eagle merit perch'd. 
Would peck his efts out, and the mungrel cur 
At pleafure bait the lion — No, Galefus, 

1 would not raihly, nor on light occafion, 
Receive the deep imprefEon in my breaft ; 
But when the bafe, the brutal and unjuft^ 

Or worfe than all, th' ungrateful, ftanoip it there ; 

O I will then* with luxury fupreme. 

Enjoy the pleafure of offended gods^ 

A righteous, juft revenge !— ^Behold my foul. 

[Enter wi Officer. 

OFFICER. 

My lords, th' afiemUed chiefs dedre your prefence. 

OALESUS. 

Come, noble Marcius 5 let my joyful hand 
ConduA thee thither— Doubt not thy reception 
Will be proportioned to thy fame and merit. 

S 2 
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SCENE VI. 

Tbehaek-fceneopens, anddifcwirs the deputies of the Volfciaa 
States, ajfemhled in council. They rife and falute Corio-* 
lanus ; then re/ume their places • 

GALESUSj TULLUS^ CORIOLANUS, SENATORS* 

GALESUS. 

AiTembled ftates» and captains of the Volfci^ 
Behold the chief fo much renown'd in war; 
Our once fo formidable foe, but now 
Our pro£fer'd friend and foldier— Caius Marcius. 

FIRST SENATOR. 

We give him hearty welcome from our fouIs« 

CORIOLANUS. 

Moft noblf chiefs, and fathers of the Volfci, 

I need not fay, how by the people's rage. 

And the poor weaknefs of the timid nobles, 

I am expell'd from Rome. Had I confin'd 

My wifhes merely to a fafe retreat. 

Some Latine city might have given me that ; 

Or any namelefs comer. What imports it. 

Where a tame patient exile rots in filence I 

But, Volfcian lords, permit me to declare, 

I would at once cut fhort my ufelefs days, 

Rather than be that defpicable wretch. 

Who neither can take vengeance on his foes. 

Nor ferve his friends. That is my temper, chiefs. 

I {hall be glad to merit, by my fword, 

Th* afylum which I feek among the Volfci. 
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Rome is our common foe : Then let us join 

Our comixnon fufferings, paffions, and refentments. 

Yes, tho' but one, I bring fo many wrongs. 

So large a (hare of powerful enmity^ 

Into the war, as gives me the prefumption. 

To offer to the Volfcian dates th' alliance 

Even of my fingl^ arm,— r 

TULLUS. 

That fingle arm 
Is in itfelf a numerous army, Marcius ; 
The Vdlfcians fo efteem it— But proceed* 

CORIOLANUS. 

I will not mention, Volfcian chiefs, what talent 
The world allows me to poflefs in war : 
But be that what it will, you may employ it* 
Soldier, or captain, in whatever ftation 
You place me, I will lofe each drop of blood, 
Or vnib. this hand I'll fix the Volfcian itandard 
On the proud towers of capitolian Jove. 

TULLUS. 

I, 

Chiefs of the Volcian league, I giye you joy 

Of our new citizen, the noble Marcius. 

The genius of the Volfcian ftate has fent him. 

Whetted by wrongs into a keener hatred 

Than that we bear to Rome. It were contemning. 

With impious felf-fufficient arrogance. 

This bounty of the gods, not to accept. 

With every mark of honour, of his fervice. 

I, Volfbians, I, even Attius Tullus, give, 

Firft of you all, my voice, that Caius Marcius 

Be now received to high command among us } 

S3 
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That inftandy we do appoint him general 

Of half our troops» which here, with yoor conleiU^ 

I to him yield.*-Speak, chiefs^ is this your pkafinre i 

FIRST SENATOR. 
It is — ^Wc give unanimous confent. 

TULius, embracing bim^ 

Marciusy I joy to call thee my companion^ 
And collegue in this war* 

CORIOLANUS, 

By all die -goSx ! 
Thou art the generous vifior of my foul ! 
Yes, TuUus, I am conquered by thy virtue, 

CAL£SUS. 

Tho* I have pft, on great occaHons, Tullus, 

Beheld thee in the fenate, and the field» 

Cover'd with glory ; yet, I muft avow, 

I never* faw thee fhew fuch genuine greatnefsi 

Such true fublimity of foul, as now. 

To fcom th' aU-powerful charm of felfifh paflions^ 

Chiefly the dazzling pride of emulation. 

That noble weaknefs of heroic minds, 

To fmk thyfelf that thou may'ft raife thy country ; 

To put the fword into thy rival's hand. 

And twine thy promised laurels round his brow— 

O 'tis a flight beyond the higheil point 

Of martial glory ! and what few can reach* 

Go forth, ye chofen minifters of juftice ; 

And may that awful Power, whofe fecret hand 

Sways all our pafiions, turns our partial views 

AH to its own dread purpofes, attend you ! 
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COaiOLANUS. 
I bum to enter on the glorious taik 
You now Have mark'd me out. How flow the time * 
To the warm foal» that, in the very inftant 
It forms, would execute, a great defign. 
•Tis my advice we march direA to Rome ; 
We cannot be too quick. Let the firft dawn 
See us in bright array before her walls* 
Perhaps when they behold their exile there, 
Back'd by your force, fome confcious hearts apiopg 

them 
May feel th' alarm of guilt* 

TULLUS. 

I much approve 
Of this advice, ^is what I thought before. 
Ere ftrengthen'd, Marcius, by thy mighty arm : 
But now 'tis doubly right. Here, Volfcian chiefs. 
Here let our council terminate — ^The troops 
Have had repofe fu^cient. Strait to Rome 
Come, let us urge our march-— As yet the ftars 
Ride in their middle watch ; we (hall with eafe 
Reach it by dawn—— 

COEIOLANUS. 

Yes, we have time— too much ! 
Six tedious hours till mom— But hence ! away ! 
My foul on fire anticipates the dawn» 



S4 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

CORIOLANUSy TVLLVSy VOLUSIUS, TITUS, fvhb 

a crowd of Volfcian officers* Acclamations be^ 
bind the fcenes. 

CORIOLANVS. 

]^TO more— I merit not thJs lavifli praife. 

-*'^ True, we have driven the Roman legions back. 

Defeated, and difgrac'd — ^But what is this ? 

Nothing, ye Volfci, nothing yet is done. 

We but begin the wondrous leaf of ftory. 

That marks the Roman doom. At length it dawns. 

The deftin'd hour, that eafes of their fears 

The nations round, and fets Hefperia free. 

Come on, my brave companions of the war ! 

Come, let us finifh at one mighty ftroke 

This toil of labpuring fate.— We will, or perifh ! 

While, noble Tullus, you proted the camp, 

I, with my troops, ^ men of chofen valour, 

Anfi well-approv*d to-day, will ftorm the city. 

TITUS. 

Beneath thy animating condud| Marcius, 
What^can the Volfcian valour not perfpn|i i 
Thy very fight and voice fubdues the Romans. 
When, lifting up your helm, you fliew*d your face, 
That like a comet glar'd defbudtion on them, 
I faw their braveft veterans fly before thee. 
Their ancient fpirit has with thee forfook them. 
And ruin hangs o'er yon devoted walls. 
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[Enter as Officer^ ^who addnffis bimfelfto Coriolanus* 

OFFICER. 

My lord> a^ herald is arrived from Rome, 
To fay* a deputation from the fenate» 
Attended by the minifters of Heaven^ 
A venerable train of priefl^ and flamens. 
Is on the way, addrefs'd to you. 

CORIOLANUS. 

Tome! 
What can this meflage mean ! — Stand to your arms* 
Ye Volfcian troops ; and let thefe Romans pafs 
Betwixt the lowring frown of double files. 
Wh^t i do they think me fuch a milky boy» 
To pay my vengeance with a few foft words. 
Come, fellow foldiersy TuUus, come» and fee^ 
If I betray the honours you have done me. 

[Gees out with a train ^Volfcian officers* 



SCENE II. 
TUi^LUSy YOLusius, who remain. 

voLusiuSy after fome JUenee^ 

Are we not, Tullus, failing in our duty 
Not to attend our general ? 

TULLUS. 

How! what faidft thou ? 

VOLUSIUS. 

Methought, my lord, his parting orders were. 
We ihould attend the triumph now preparing 
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O'er all hii fee; at once-^Romajis and Volfci \ 
Comei we ihall give offence. 

TULLUS. 

Of this no morCf 
I pray thee fparc thy bitter irony* 

VOLU*SIUS. 

Shall I then fjpeak without difguife ? 

TULLUS. 

Speak out 
With all the honed bluntnefs of a friend. 
Think'ft thou I fear the truth ? 

VOI.USIUS. 

> 

Then, TuUus, know. 
Thou art no more the general of the VoUci. 
Thou hafti by this thy generous weaknefs, funk 
Thyfelf into a private man of Antium* 
Yes, thou haft taken from thy laurel'd brow 
The well-earn'd trophies of thy toils and perils. 
Thy fpringtng hopes, the faireft ever budded, 
And heapM them on a man too proud before. 

TULLUS, 
He bears it high. 

VOLUSIUS. 

Death and perdition ! high ! 
With uncontroul'd command !— You fee, already, 
He will not be encumbered with the fetters 
Of our advice. He fpeaks his fovereign will | 
On every hand he ifiues out his orders. 
As to his natural flaves. — For you, my lord. 
He has, I think, coufin'd you to your camp, 
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There in mglorioiaa ii^ddie&ce to laztgaifh; 
While he, beneath yoor blafted^yes^ fhall reap 
The harveft of your honoar, 

TULLUS. 

No, Voiufiusy 
Whatever hoBOur fhall by him be gaioi'd 
Reverts to me« from whofe fuperior bounty 
He drew the means of all his glorious deeds* 
This mighty chief| this conqueror of Rome* 
Is but my creature.-^— 

VOLU$IUS. 

Wretched felf-delufion ; 
He and the Volfcians 'know he is thy mafter* 
He a<fts as fuch in all things. — Now, by' Mars, 
Could my abhorrent foul endure the thought 
Of ftooping to a Roman chief, I here 
Would leave thee in thy Solitary camp, 
And go where glory calls* 

TULLUS. 

Indeed, Volufius, 
I did exped more equal treatment from him. 
But what of that ?— The generous pride of virtue 
Difdains to weigh too nicely the returns 
Her bounty meets with— Like the liberal gods. 
From her own gracious nature fhebeftows. 
Nor fioops to aik reward — Yet muft I own, 
I thought he would not have ie foon forgot 
What he fo lately was, and what I am. 

voLusiirs. 

Gods ! knew ye not his charadcr before ? 
Did you not know his genius was to yours 
AverfCf as are antipathies in nature i 
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High, over- weening, tyrannouily proud. 
And only fit to hold command o'er Haves i 
Hence, as repugnant to that equal life. 
Which is the quickening ibul of all republics. 
The Roman people caft him forth ; and we. 
Shall we rective the bane of their repofe. 
Into our breaft ? Are we lefs free than they i 
Or fhall we be more patient of a tyrant ? 

TULLUS. 

All this I knew. But while his imperfedions 
Are thy glad theme, thou haft forgot his virtues. 

VOLUSIUS. 

I leave that fubjeA to the fmooth Galefus, 
And thefe his Volfcian flatterers— His virtues ! 
Truft me there is no infolence that treads 
So high as that which rears itfelf on virtue* 

TULLUS. 

Well, be it fo— I meant, that even his vices 
Should, on this great occafion, ferve the Volfci. 

• VOLUSIUS. 

Confufion I there it is ! there lurks the fting 
Of our diihonour ! while this Marcius leads 
The Roman armies, ours are driven before him. 
Behold, he changes fides ; when with him changes 
The fortune of the war. Strait they grow Volfci 
And we vi&orious Romans— -Such, no doubty 
Such is his fecret boaft— Ay, this vile brand 
Succefs itfelf will fix for ever on us ; 
And, Tullus, thou, 'ti$ thou muft anfwer for it. 

TULLUS afide. 

His words are daggers to my heart ; I feel 
Their truths but am aiham'd to own my folly. 



C O R I O L A N U S. 269 

VOLUSIUS, 

O fhame ! O infamy ! the thought confumes me» 
It fcalds my eyes vath tears, to fee a Roman 
Borne on our fhoidders to immortal fame : 
Juft in the happy moment that decided 
The long difpute of ages, that for which 
Our generous anceftors had toil'd and bled. 
To fee him then ftep in and fteal our glory ! 

that we firft had perifli'd all ! A peoplep^^ 
Who cannot find in their own proper force 
Their own protediouy are not worth the faving ! 

TULLUS. 
It muft have way ! I will no more fupprefs it- 
Know then, my rough old friend, no lefs than thee 
His conduct hurts me and upbraids my folly. 

1 wake as from a dream« What demon mov'd me ? 
What doating generofity ? his woes. 

Was it his woes ! To fee the brave reduc'd 

To truft his mortal foe? perhaps, a little 

That worked within my bofom — But, Volufius, 

That was not all— I will to thee confefs 

The weaknefs of my heart — ^Yes, it was pride. 

The dazzling pride to fee my rival- warrior 

The great Coriolanus, bend his foul. 

His haughty foul, to fue for my proteAion. 

Prote&ion faid I ? were it that alone, 

I had been bafe to have refus'd him that. 

To have refus'd him aught a gallant foe 

Owes to a gallant foe. — But to exalt him 

To the fame level, nay, above myfelf ; 

To yield him the command of half my troops. 

The choiceft a^ing half— That, that was madnefs ! 

Was weak, was mean, unworthy of a man ! 



^^Q C O RI O L ANU & 

voLusirs. 

I fcorn to flatter thee — It was indeed. 

TULLUSj 

Curfe on the flave Galefus ! foothmgy Se 

Seiz'd the fond moment of infatuation, 

And clinch'd the chains itij generous folly forged* 

How fcall I from this labyrinth efcape ? 

Muft it then be! what cruel genius dooms me» 

In war or peace to creep beneath his fortuned 

VOLUSIUS, 

That genius is thyfeUl If thou canft bear 
The very thought of ftooping to this Roncian, 
Thou from that moment art his vaiTal^ TuUus } 
By that thou doft acknowledge) parent Nature 
Has form'd him thy fuperior. But if fiz'd 
Upon the bafe of manly refolutiouy 
Thou fay'ft— I will be free ! I will command ! 
I and my country ! then — O never doubt it— 
We (hall find means to crufh thta vaia intruder ! 
Even I myfelf — this hand— — 

Nay» hear me» Tullus, 
'Tis not yet come to that, that lad reiburce. 
I do not fay we (hould employ the dagger. 
While other, better means are in our power. 

TULLUS. 

No, my Volufius, Fortune will not drive us, 
Or I am much deceived, to that extreme: 
We (hall not want the ftrongeft faireft plea^ 
To give a folemn fandion to lus fate. 
He will betray himfelf. Whatever his rage 
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Of paffion talks/ a weaknefs for his countiy 
Sticks in his foul, and he is ftiil a Roman* 
Soon fhall we fee him tempted to the brink 
Of this furc precipice— Then down» at oncct 
Without remorfef we hurl him to perdition ! 
But hark! the trumpet calls us to a icene 
I Ihould deteft, if not from hope we thence 
May gather matter to mature our purpofe. 



SCENE IIL 

Tbi hack-Jcene opens ^ and difcovirs Coriolanus fitting om 
bis tribunal f attended by bis liSers, and a cnnud ofVcA* 
fcian officers. Files of troops dra^mn up on either hand. 
In the depth of the fcene appear the deputies from th$ 
^omsji fenate, M. Minucius, Pofthumus Cominius^ 
Sp. Lartius, P. Pinnariusi o^i^Q^SuIpitius, all con* 

fular fenatorSf ivho had been his mofi zealous friends* 
And behind them march the priefis^ the facrificers, the 
augurs, and the guardians of the /acred things, dreft in 
their ceremonial habits. Tbefe ad'vancejhwlj iet^wixt the 

files of/oldiers, under arms. As Tullus enters, Corio- 
lanus rifing/alutes him. 

CORIOLANUS. 

Here, noble Tullus, fit, and judge my conduct ; 
Nor fpare to check me, if I adt amifs. 

TULLUS. 

Marcius, the Volfclan fate is in thy hands. 

[Coriolanus is footed again, and Tullus places bimfilf 
ifpon a ifibfmaloH his left hamd. Mean time the Ro« 
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man difutm advofue up to Coridanos aud fiJuH 
him, njubicb hi returns. 

CORIOLANUS. 

What, Romans, from the generals of the Volfci 
Is your demand? 

MINUCIUS. 

O Coriolanusy Rome, 
Nurfe of thy tender years, thy parent-city. 
Her fenators, her people, priefts, and augurs. 
Her every order and degree, by us. 
Thy ever-zealous, ftill-unfhaken friends. 
Sue in the moft pathetic terms for peace. 
And if in this conftrainM, we from our maxim. 
Never to afk but give it, muft depart ; 
It is fbme confolation, in the ftate 
To which thou haft by thy fuperior valour 
Reduc'd us, that we afk it from a Roman. 

CORIOLANUS. 

I was a Roman once, and thought the name 
Was not diflionour'd by me ; but it pleas'd 
Your lords, the mob of Rome, to take it from me ; 
Nor will I now receive it back again* 

MINUCIUS. 

The name thou mayft rejeft, but canft not throw 
The duties from thee which that name imports; 
Indiflbluble duties, bound upon thee 
By the ftrong hand of Nature, and confirmed 
By the dread fandion of all-ruling Jove. 
Then hear thy country's fupplicating voice ; 
By all thofe duties I conjure thee hear us. 

CORIOLANUS. 

Well«-I will hear thee ; fpeak, declare thy meflage. 
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MINUCIUS. 

Give peace, give heating peace, to two brave nations, 

Fatigu'd with war, and fick of cruel deeds ! 

To carry on deftru6tioh*s eafy trade, 

Afflidl mankind, and fcourge the world with war. 

Is what each wicked, each ambitious man. 

Who lets his furious palHons loofe, may do : 

But in the flattering torrent of fuccefs, 

To check his rage, and drop th' avenging fword. 

When a repenting people aik it of him. 

That is the genuine bounty of a god. 

Then urge no farther this your juft refentment; 

Which, injured as you are, you needs muft feel. 

But never ought to carry into adion, 

Againft your facred country ; whence you drew 

Your life, your virtues, every mortal good. 

That very valour you employ againft her. 

Stop, Coriolanus, ere, beyond retreat, 

You plunge yourfelf in crimes. To the fierce joy 

Of vengeance pufh'd to barbarous excefs. 

Repentance will fucceed, and fickning horror. 

Confider too the flippery ftate of fortune. 

The gods take pleafure oft, when haug'hty mortals 

On their own pride* ered a mighty fabric, 

By flighted means, to lay their towering fchemes 

Low in the duft, and teach them they are nothing. 

Return, thou virtuous Roman ! to the bofom 

Of thy imploring countty. Lo ! her arms 

She fondly Spreads to take thee back again. 

And by redoubled love efface her harfhnefs. 

Return, and crown thee with the nobleft wreath 

Which glory can bellow — ^the palm of mercy ! 

Vol. III. T 
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CORIOLANUS^ 

Marcus MInucius, and ye other Rx>mans9 
Refpe^ed fenators, and holy fiamens. 
Attend, and take to your demand this anfwer: 
Why court you me, the fervant of the Volfci? 
It is to them that you muft bend for peaces 
Which on thefe only terms they will accord you* 
** Reftore the conqucr'd lands, your former wars 
** Hayeravifh'd from them t from their towns and cities, 
** Won by your arms, withdraw your colonies; 
'* And to the full immunities of Rome 
** Frankly admit them, as you have th,e Latines." 
Then, Romans, ye have peace, and not till then ! 
If thefe are terms which fuit not your ambition, 
They fuit the ftate to which the Volfcian arms 
Have now reduced you — ^Wc have learn'd from R<Mne 
To ufe our fortune, and command the vanquifh'd. 

TULLUS afidt. 
Death to my hopes ! I'm now his flave for «ver. 

CORIOL ANUS, addrtjjing himfelf to the Volfci. 
This, my illuftrious patrons and prote^ors, 
VoUci, to you I ow*d. Permit me now 
To do myfelf and injur'd honour jmftice, 

[Turning again to the Romans* 
As to the liberty you idly vaunt ( 

To give me of returning to your city, 
'Tis what I hold unworthy of acceptance* 
Can I return into th' ungrateful bofom 
Of a diftradted ftate, where, to the rage 
Of a vile fenfelefs populace, the laws 
Are by your (hameful weaknefs given a prey i 
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Who are the men that hold the fway among you I 

And whom have yon ezpell'd, as even unworthy 

To live withm the cinfturc of your walls ! — 

O the wild thought breaks in and troubles reafon !— 

With what, ye Romans, can the foureft cenfor, ^ 

The moft envenom'd malice, juftly charge me ? 

Did I e'er break your laws? Nay, did I e'er 

Do aught that could difturb the facred order, 

The peace and fbciai harmony of Kfe ; 

Or taint your ancient fandHty of manners ? 

What was my crime ? I could not bear to fee 

Your dignity debas'd, to fee the rabble 

Tread on the reverend grey authority 

Of fenatorial wifdom : Yes, for you, 

In your defence I did enrage this monfter; 

And yet you bafely left me to its fury. 

Then talk no more of fervices and friendfliip : 

A friend, who can, and does not fhicld, betrays me. 

Or if the power was wanting, then your fenate ^ 

Is funk into fervility ^nd bopdage. 

Nor {hould a freeman deign to fit among you. 

MINUCIUS. 
The wifefl are fometimes compell'd to yield 
To popular ftorm$ : yet I defend not, MarciuSf 
Our timid condud ; we have felt our error. 
And now invite thee back to aid the ienate. 
With thy lieroic fpirit to refix^in 
The giddy r^ge of fa^ion, a|id to hold 
The reins of govemmeat more firm hereafter. 

As to th' ai^al whidi thou haft nobly made 
.In vindication of thy ^tlefs fame» 
With pleafure we coofirm it, and bear witoeis 
To all thy public aad thy private virtues : 
But let us alfo beg thee not to ftain 

T « 
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The brightnefs of that glory by a crimen 
Which, unrepentedy would diigrace them all, 
A dire rebellious war againft thy country. 

CORIOLANUS, 

Abfurd ! what can you mean ? To call a people. 
Who with the laft indignity have us'd me. 
To call my foes my country ! No, Minucius, 
It is the generous nation of the Volfci ; 
Thefe brave, thefe virtuous men, you fee around me. 
Who, when I wander'd a poor helplefs exile. 
Took pity of my injuries and woes ; 
Forgot the former mifchiefs of my fword ; 
Heap'd on me kindnefs, honours, dignities ; 
Fear'd not to truft me with this high command. 
And placed me here the guardian of their caufc:— 
Be witnefs, Jove ! — It is alone their nation 
I henceforth will acknowledge for my country I 
Let this fufiice— You have my anfwer,. Romans. 

COMINIUS. 

This anfwer, Coriolanus, is the di£late 

More of thy pride than magnanimity : 

*Tis thy revenge that gives it, not thy virtue. 

Art thou above the gods ? who joy to fhow'r 

Their doubled gpodnefs on repenting mortak ? 

But think not I intend, by this, to urge 

Our proffer'd peace, fo harfhly treated, further* 

That were a weaknefs ill becoming Romans. 

Yet I muft tell thee, it would better fuit 

A fierce defpotic chief of barbarous flaves, 

Than the calm dignity of one who fits 

In the grave fenate of a free republic. 

To talk fo high, and as it were to thruft 

Plebeians from the native rights of man. 
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CORIOLANUS, 

Ha ! doil thou come the people's advocate 
To rat, Cominius ! com'fl thou to infult me ! 

COMINIUS. 

Nay, hear me, Marcius : — ^Thefe grey hairs impower me 

To fet thee right before this great aflembly: 

And there was once a time, thou wouldfl have heard 

Thy general with more deference and patience— 

I tell thee then, whoe'er amidft the fons 

Of reafon, vailour, liberty, and virtue, 

Difplays diftinguiih'd merit, is a noble 

Of Nature's own creating. Such have rifen. 

Sprung from the duft ; or where had been our honours ? 

And fuch in radiant bands will rife again. 

In yon immortal city, that, when moft 

Deprefs'd by fate, and near apparent ruin, 

Returns, as with an energy divine. 

On her aftonifli'd foes, and fliakes them from her— 

Your pardon, Volfci — But this, Ck)riolanus, 

Is what I had to fay. 

CORIOLANUS. 

And I have heard it— 

[Rifiitg/rom bis tribunal i and tbi priefts advancing 
to addrefs bim, be prevents tbem. 

For you, ye awful minifters of Heaven, 

Let me not hear your holy lips profan'd 

By urging what my duty muO: refufe. 

I bow in adoration to the gods ; 

I venerate their fervants. But there is. 

There is a power, their chief, their darling care, 

The guardian of mankind, which to betray 

Were violating aU— And that is Jufticc# 

T3 
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So far my public charaAer tiemands ; 
So far my honour. — Now, what (hould forbid 
The man, and friend, to be indulged a little ? 

Permit me to eijibrac.e thee, good Minucius, 
Thee, Lartius ; you, Piimarius and Sulpitius: 
But chiefly th^e, Comix^ius, who firft rais'd me 
To deeds of arms i who from thy confular brow- 
Took thy own crowp, and with it circled mine« 
Tho' nought can ihake tay purpofe, yet I wifli 
That Rome had fent me others on this erraxid. 
I thank you for your friendfhip. The prote^iofif 
Which you have given Co thofe, whom iHice I called 
By tender names, I would not now rqstcmber, 
Jiow fhall Ir-fay*^ return your generous goodads ? 
Q, there is nothing you* as friends, csm afk. 
My grateful heart will not with pleafure grant yo% 

COMINIUS, 

We thank thee, Coriolanus*— But a Roman 
Pifdains that favour you refufe his country. 

CQRIOLANUS. 

[To thfi Volfcian officers. 
3ee that they be, with due regard and fafety, 
Condudled back. 

\To the Roman ,^iuif0rj. 
I win fufpend th' aflault, 
Till to thefe terms, of which we will not bate 
The fmalleft part, your fenate may have tfanc 
To fend their lateft anfwer. Then we cut 
All further treaty off. Romans, farewdi. 
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A C T IV. S C E N E I. 

TUILUS, abw. 

TX7HAT is the mind of man ? A refUefs fcene 
^ ^ Of vanity and weaknefs j ihifting ftill. 
As fhift the lights of our uncertain knowledge ; 
Or as the various gale of pafilon breathes. 

None ever thought himfelf mor« deeply founded 
On what is right, nor felt a nobler s^rdor. 
Than I, when I invefted Caius Marcius 
With this ill-judg'd command. Now it appears 
Di(lra^on> folly, monftrous folly ! meannefs ! 
And down I plunge, betray'd even by my virtue, 
From gulpb to gulph, from ihame to deeper ihame. 



SCENE 11. 

TULLUSj GAL£SUS« 

GALESUS. 

I liften'd, TuUus, to th' important fcene 
That lately pafs'd before us, with moft ftrift 
Unprejudic'd attention ; and have fince 
RevolvM it in my mind, both as a man, 
AUy'd to all mankind, and as a Volfcian* 
Indeed our terms are high, and by the manner 
In which they were prefcrib'd by Coriolanus, 
Are what we cannot hope will e*er be granted. 
They fliould be foften'd. Let us yield a little, 

T4 
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Confcious ourfelves to a great nation's pride. 
The pride of human nature. Could the Romans 
Stoop to fuch peace, commanded by the fword 
They thexji were flavesy unworthy our ^iapc^^ 

TULLUS. 

Gods ! do I hear in thee, one of the chiefs 
Intruded with the honour of tl^e Volfci, 
An advocate for Rome ? 

GALESUS. 

I glory, TuUus, 
To own myfelf an advocate for peace. 
Peace is the happy natural date of man ; 
War his corruption, bis difgrace — 

TULLUS, 

His fafeguard ! 
His pride ! his glory ! — ^What but war, juft war. 
Gave Greece her heroes ? Thofe who drew the (word 
(As we do now) againft the fons of rapine ; 
To quell proud tyrants, and to free mankind. 

GALESUSf 

Yes, Tullus, when to juft d^nce the warrior 
Confines his force, he is a worfhip'd name. 
Dear to mankind, the firft and beft of mortals ! 
Yet ftill, if this can by foft means be done, 
And fair accommodation, that is better. 
Why (hould we purchafe with the blood of thouiands. 
What may be gained by mutual juft conceilion ? 
Why give up peace, the beft of human blef&ngs^ 
For the vain cruel pride of ufelefs conqueft ? 

TULLUS. 

Thefe ibothing dreams of philofophic quiet 
Are on}y fit for unfrequented fliad^s. 
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The fage (hould quit the bufy buftling world, 

111 fuited to his gentle meditations^ 

And in fome defert find that peace he love^. 

OALESUS. 

Miftaken man ! Philofophy confifb not 

In airy fchemes> or idle fpeculations : 

The rule and condudt of all focial life 

Is her great province. Not in lonely cells 

Obfcure fhe lurks, but holds her heavenly light ^ 

To fenates and to kings, to guide their councils, 

And teach them to reform and blefs mankind. 

All policy but hers is falfe and rotten ; 

All valour not condudled by her precepts 

Is a deftroying fury fent from hell 

To plague unhappy man, and ruin nations. 

TULLUS. 

To ftop the wafte of that deftroying fury 

Is the great caufe and purpofe of this war. 

Art tbou a friend to peace ?-^fubdue the Romans. 

Who, who, but they have tum'd this ancient land. 

Where, from Satumian times, harmonious concord 

Still lov'd to dwell, into a fcene of blood. 

Of endlefs difcord, and perpetual rapine ? 

Thefword, the vengeful fword, muft drain awa;^ 

This boiling blood, that thus difturbs the nations ! 

Talk not of terms. It is a vain attempt 

To bind th' ambitious and unjuft by treaties : 

Thefe they elude a thoufand fpecious ways; 

Or if they cannot find a fair pretext. 

They blufh not in the face of Heaven to break them. 

GALESUS. 

Why then affronted Heaven will combat for us. 
Set jufUce on our fide, and then my voice 
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Shall be as loud for war as thine i my (word 
Shall flrike as deep ; at leaft my blood ihall flow 
As freely, TuUus^ in my country's cauie. 
But as I then would die to ferve the Volfcians, 
So now I dare to ferve them by oppofing. 
Even with my fingle voice, th' impetuous torrent 
That hurries us away beyond the bounds 
Of temperate wifdom ; and prefume to tell thee. 
It is thy paflion, not thy prudence, dilates 
This haughty language* 

TytLUS, 

Yes, it is my paflion, 
A paflion for the glory o£ my country. 
That fcoms your narrow views of timid prudence. 
Our injur'd honour drew our (words, and never 
Shall they be fheath'd whUe I command the Volfciansy 
Till Rome fubmits to Antiumu 

CALESUS. 

Rome will peri(h 
Ere (he fubmit; and flie has (UIl her walls. 
The ftrength of her allies, ber native valour^ 
Which oft has (av'd her in the worfl extremes, 
And^ ftronger yet than all, deipair, to aid her, 

TULLUS. 

All thefe ynH nought avail her, if our fears 
Come not to her afliftance — But, Galefiis, 
Why urge you this to me f Go, talk to Marcius. 
The war has given him all his pride could hope for. 
To fee Rome's (enate humbled at his feet : 
He now may wifli to reign in peace at Antiom, 
And thou, perhaps, art come an envoy from liimy 
To learn if I (hall pfove a quiet (ubjeft. 



C O R I O L A N U S. 283 

GALES^S. 

Tfcro* this unguarded opening of diy foul, 

I fee what ilings thee— All i beware of envy ! 

If that pale fury feize thee, thou art loft ! 

Tullus, 'tU eafier far, from the clear breaft. 

To keep out treacherous vice, than to expel it. 

Farewel. Remember I have done my duty. 

[Goes outk 
TULLUS, alone. 

This man difcems my heart — ^Well : What of that ? 

Am I afraid its movements fhould be feen ? 

I, whofe clear thoughts have never fhunn'd the light, 

Muft I now feek to hide them ? O misfortune ! 

To have reduced myfelf to fuch a ftatc. 

So much beneath the greatnefs of my foul. 

That, like a coward, I muft learn to praftife 

The wretched arts of vile diflimulation ! 

By Heaven, I will not do it— I will not ftoop 

To veil my difcontent a moment longer. 

But fee ! my rival comes, the happy Marcius. 

His haughty mien, his v«y looks, aflfront me. 



SCENE in. 

CORIOLANUS, TUJ[iLUS. 
CORIOLANUS. 

Tullus, I have received intelligence. 
That a ftrong body of the Latine troops 
Is in full march to raife the fiege of Rome. 
Another day wiU bring them to its aid. 
But go thou forth, and lead the valiant bands. 
By thee conunanded, to repel thefe iuccours. 
Go, and cut off frooi Rome its laft refource. 
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TULLUS. 
I lead my troops from the great fcene of aAion» 
From falling Rome, which, ere to-morrow's fun 
Shall fet, may be our prey ! fure you forget 
My rank and ftation — I difdain the fervice : 
Give it to fome you may command. For me, 
I own no mailer but the Volfcian dates. 
Rome is my obje€^. I from Antium brought 
The nobleft army ever fhook her walls. 
And (hall I now, on that decifive day, 
Doom'd by the gods to lay her pride in afhes. 
Shall I be abfent from the glorious work ? 
It is the highefl outrage even to think it.—- 
Juft gods 1 doft thou prefume to give thy orders 
To me ? to me ! thy equal in command ? 
Nay, thy fuperior ? was it not my hand. 
My laviih hand, beftow'd thy power upon thee ? 
And know, proud Roman, that the man who gave it^ 
Can at his will refume it. 

CORIOLANUS. 

I proposed 
This expedition to thee as thy friend, 
Not as thy general, Tullus. We are both 
Conmianders here ; and for my (hare of pow'r, 
Whene'er the council of the Volfcian ftates. 
Who cloth'd me with it, ihall again demand it, 
I at their feet will lay it down, perfuaded. 
The canker'd tongue of Envy's felf muft own. 
That by my fervice I have well deferv'd it. 

TULLUS. 

Was it to them, or me, you hither came 

To crave protedkion ? Was not then your fortune^ 

Your liberty, your life, at my difpofal ? 
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I rais'd you from the daft» a wretched exile. 
An outcafty helplefs» friendlefs, driven to beg. 
The lowed refuge which defpair can feek. 
Shelter amidft thy foes. My pitying goodnefs 
Protefted, trufted> and believed you grateful. 
O ill-plac'd confidence ! 

CORIOLANUS. 

Immortal gods ! 
Hear I thefe words from TuUus ! 

TULLUS. 

What for all this 
Is thy return ? Pride ; felf-fufficiency ; 
Councils apart from mine ; defpotic orders.; 
The glory of the war all pilfer'd from me : -V 

Andy to complete tht whole, a Latine army 
Now conjur'd up to draw me from the fiege ; 
Till by cajoling our tame chiefs, and dazzling 
The fenfelefs eyes of the low mob of foldiers. 
Thou ihalt be folely feated in the power 
Which, thank my folly ! now is fhar'd betwixt us. 

CORIOLANUS. 

indignation I — Down, thou fwelling heart— 

1 will be calm— 'I will.— ^Thou doft accufe me 
Of the worft vice that can debafe mankind, 
Of black ingratitude. . On what foundations ^ 
What have I done to merit fuch a charge ? 

Is it my fault, if in the Volician army 

My name is as rever'd and great as thine i 

Can I forbid authority, and fame, 

To follow merit and fuccefs ?— You knew 

The man whom you employ'd, and fhould have known 

He would not be a cypher in employment. 
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TULLVS. ^ . • 

* » • 

Think*ft thou my heart can better brook than thine 
To be that cypher ; that dMhonour'd tool ! 
Subfervient to th* ambition of another ? 
Gods I I had rather live a drudging peafant 
Unknown to glory, in fome Alpin village, 
Than at the head of. thefe vidrorioos legions 
Bear the high name of chief, without the power. 
No, Marcius, no. I will command indeed : 
And thou (halt learn, with all the Volfcian army. 
To treat their general widi refpefl:. 

« 

CORIOLANUS. 

Refpe<a ! 

Tullus ! Tullus ! by the Powers divine I 

1 bore thee once refpe<5t, as high as man 

Can Ihew to man. From thee, my foe, my rival, 

I nor difdain'd nor fear'd to afk protedion. 

You gave me all I afk'd, you gave me more. 

With noble warmth of heart ! which to efteem. 

Added the ties of gratitude and friendfhip. 

Whatever fince, in council or in arms. 

Has been by me atchiev'dt was done for thee. 

My glory all was thine* The palms I gain'd 

Only composed a garland for his brow. 

Who rais'd this banifh'd man to tread on Rome. 

TVLLUS. 

To tread on him who rais'<l him'— That, I know, 
Is thy ambitious parpofe : but be certain. 
However Rome may bend beneath thy £aTtskQCf 
Thou (halt not find an. eaij c»nqueft here. 

CORIOLANtJS. 

May Jove with lightning ftrike me to die centre. 
If from the day I faw thy face at Antium, 
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M7 he^ YiAs ever form'd one fetttt thbught 
To hurt thy h&il6Qri or deprdfd thy greatnefe : 
I was thy friend, thy foldier^ -aad thy fervant. 
But now I will as openly avow. 
Thy jealoufy has, with envenom'd breath. 
Made fuch a fudden ravage in our friendfliip, 
I know what to think* 

TULLXJS. 

Think me thy foe. 
There is no lading friendfhip with the proud« 

CORIOLANUS. 

Nor with the jealous •^^-^ But of thui enough* 
Come let us turn our fire a nobler way ; 
We have a worthier quarrel to purfue.— — 
It were unjuft, diihonourable, bafe. 
Our pride fliould hurt the Volfcian caufe. 

No, Mircios^ 
I mean to guard it better for the future : 
The Volfcian caufe is fafeft with a VoUcia:u. 
I therefore claim, infill upon my right ; 
That you fhall yield me my comniand in turn. 
The firft attack was yours : *Tis fcanty juftice. 
The fecond fliould be mine. 

CORIOLANUS. 

TuUuft^ 'tis ydurs* 
O k uB^ports not whlph of us command ! 
Give me. the low^ft rank among your troops : ^^ 

All Italy will know, the voice of fame 
Will tell all future times, that I was prefent ; 
That Coriolanus in the Volfcian army 
Affifted, when imperial Rome was iackM; 
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That city which, while he xnaintain'd her cs^ule* 
Invincible herfelf, made Antium tremble* 

TULLUS. 

What arrogant prefomption I 



SCENE IV. 
Ti thm voLUsius, entering bqftify. 

TULLUS. 

Ha ! Volufius, 
Thy looks declare fome meflage of importance. 

VOLUSIUS. 

TuUusy they do — I was to find thee, Marcius. 

To thee a fecond deputation comes, 

Thy mother, and thy wife, with a long train 

Of all the nobleft ladies Rome can boafl. 

In mourning habits clad, approach our camp. 

Preceded by a herald, to demand 

Another audience of thee. 

CORIOLANUS. 

How, Volufius ! 
Said you, the Roman ladies ! Low, indeed, 
Muft be the ftate of Rome, when thus her matrons 
She fends amidfl the tumults of a camp. 
To beg protection for the -men, who lie 
Trembling behind their ramparts— come ! once more ! 
And fee me put an end to prayers and treaty ! 
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SCENE V. 

TULLUS, VOLUSIUS, 
VOLUSIUS. 

Tullus, 'tis well* This anfwers to my wifhes. 

TULLUS. 

How? "What is well ? That humbled Rome once more 
Shall deck him with the trophies of our arms ? 

VOLUSIUS. 

And hop'ft thou nothing from this bleft event ? 
They who have often blafted mighty heroes^ 
Who oft have ftoln into the firmeft hearts. 
And melted them to folly ; they, my friend. 
Will do what wifdom never could cSe€t. 

TULLUS. 

Think'ft thou the prayers and tears of wailing women 
Can (hake the man, who with fuch cold difdain 
Stood firm againfl thofe venerable confuls, 
And fpum'd the genius of his kneeling country I 

VOLUSIUS. 

It was his pride alone that made him ours. 
That pafCpn kept him firm ; the flattering charm 
Of humbling thofe, who in their perfons bore 
The whole collected majefty of Rome. 
Thefe women are no proper objects for it : 
He cannot triumph o'er his wife and mother. 
On this my hopes are founded, that thefe women 
May by their gentler influence fubdue hinu 
Vol. III. U 
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TULLUS. 

Whatever th* event, he (hall no longer here, 

As wave his pal&ons, dilate peace or war. 

Whether his (lubbom foul maintains its firmnefs. 

Or yields to female prayers, the Volfcian honour 

Will be alike betray'd. If Rome prevails. 

He flops our conquering arms from her dellrudlion ; 

If he rejeAs her fuit, he reigns our tyrant. 

But, by th' immortal, gods ! his fliort-livM empire 

Shall never fee yon radiant fun defcend. 

VOLUSIUS. 

Bled be thofe gods that have at lad infplr'd thee 
With refblution equal to thy cauie, 
The caufe of liberty ! 

TULLUS. 

Be fure, Volufius, 
If that fliould happen which thy hopes portend ; 
Should he, by Nature tam'd, difarm'd by love, 
Refpite the Roman doom— he feals his own : 
By Heaven ! he dies. 

VOLUSIUS. 

^ Let me embrace thee, TuUus ! 

Now breaking from the cloud, which, like the fun, 
Thy own too bounteous beams had drawn around thee. 

TULLUS. 

You was deceived, my friend. When I with tamenefs, 
With tamenefs which aftonilh'd thy brave fpirit, 
Seem'd to fubmit to that unequal fway 
He arrogated o'er me \ know, my heart 
Ne'er fwell'd fo high as in that cruel moment. 
My indignation, like tji' imprifon'd fire 
Pent in the troubled breaft of glowing JEtna, 
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Btumt deep and filent : but, coUedied now, 
It fhall beneath its fury bury Marcius 1 
'Tis fixt. Our tyrant dies. 

VOLUSIUS* 

Tullus, my fword 
Here claims ,to be employed.— Nor mine alone— 
There are feme worthy Volfci ftill remaining^ 
Who think with us» and pine beneath the laurels 
A Roman chief beflows. 

TULLUS4 

Go, find them flrait. 
And bring them to the fpace before his tent ; 
*Tis there he will receive this deputation. 
Then if he finks beneath thefe women*s prayers— 
Or if he does not — But, Volufius, wait, 
I give thee ftridteft charge to wait my fignal. 
Perhaps I may find means to free the Volfci 
Without his blood« If not— we will be free4 
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tgt CORIOLANUS. 



ACTV. SCENE I. 

Trumpets Jouncing. 

The fcene difcovers the comfy a crvwd of Volfcian officers 
*witk files of foldters drcewn up as before* Enter Corio* 
lanusy TulluS) Galefus^ Volufius. The Romtn ladies 
ad<vance fiowly from the depth of thefiage, *witb Veturia 
the mother of Coriolanus, and Volumnia his fwife^ at 
their head, all clad in habits of mourning, Coriolanos 
fiands at the head of /^^ Volfci, furrounded by his liSors^ 
buty fwhen he perceives his mother and lAjife^ after fome 
ftruggle, he ad'vances, and goes hafiity to embrace them* 

CORIOLANUS advancing. 

T OWER your fafces, Mors— 

^ Oh Veturia ! 

Thou beft of parents ! 

VETURIA. 

Coriolanusy ftop. 
Whom am I to embrace ? A fon, or foe I 
Say, in what light am I regarded here I 
Thy mother, or thy captive ? 

CORIOLANUS. 

Juftly, Madam, 
You check my fondnefs, that, by nature hurry'd, 
Forgot I was the general of the Volfci, 
And you a deputy from hoftile Rome. 

[He goes back to his former ftation. 
I hear you with refpedt. Speak your commifllon. 
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VETURIA, 

Think not I come a deputy frpm Rome. 

Rome, once rejedled, fcorns a fecond fuit. 

You have already heard whatever the tongue 

Of eloquence can plead, whatever the wifdoih 

Of facred age, the dignity of fenates, 

And, vii-tue can enforce. Behold me here. 

Sent by the Ihades of your immortal fathers, 

Sent by the genius of the Marcian line, 

CommifHon'd by my own maternal heart, 

To try the foft, yet ftronger powers of Nature. 

Thus authorized, I afk, nay, claim a peace. 

On equal, fair, and honourable terms^ 

To thee, to Rome, and jto th^ Volfcian people. 

Grant it, my fon ! Thy mother begs it of thee. 

Thy wife, the beft, the kindeft of her fex. 

And thefe illuftrious matrons, who have footh'd 

The gloomy hours thou haft been abfent from us. 

We, by whatever is great and good in n^ure. 

By every duty, by the gods, conjure thee ! 

To grant us pe^ce, and turn on other foes 

Thy arms, where thou may 'ft purchafe virtuous glory. 

COKIOLANUS. 

I (hould, Veturia, break thofe holy bonds 

That hold the wide republic of , mankind. 

Society, together ; I ihould grow, 

A wretch, unworthy to be called thy fon ; 

I fhould, with my Volumnia's fair efteem. 

Forfeit her love ; thefe matrons would defpife me— 

Could I betray the Volfciim caufe, thus trufted. 

Thus recommended to me — No, my mother. 

You cannot fure, you cannot afk it of me ! 

Us 
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VETURIA. 

And does my fon fo little know me i me I 

Who took fuch care to form his tender years^ 

Juch to my condudl by his dying father ? 

Have I fo ill deferv'd that truft ? alas I 

Am I fo low in thy efteem, that thou 

Should e'er imagine I could urge a part 

Which in the leaft might ftain the Marcian honour i 

No, let me perifh rather ! perifh all ! 

Life has no charms compar*d with fpotlefs glory ! 

I only afk, thou would*ft forbid thy troops 

To wafte our lands, and to aflault yon city, 

Till time be given for mild and righteous meafures« 

Grant us but one year's truce ; mean while thou may 'ft 

With honour and advantage to both nations. 

Between us mediate a perpetual peace. 

CQRIOLANUS, 
Alas! my mother! that were granting al}r 

VETURIA. 

Canft thou refufe me fuch a juft petition). 
The firft requeft thy mother ever mad^ thee ? 
Canft thou tp her intreaties, prayers, and tears. 
Prefer a favage, obftinate revenge ? 
Have love and nature loft all power within thee i 

CQRIOLANUS, 

No, — in my hesu-t they reign as ftrong as ever. 
Come, I conjure you, quit ungrateful Rome, 
Come, and complete my happinefs at Antium, 
You, and my dear Volumnia— There, Veturia, 
There fhall you fee with what refpe£t the Volfci 
Will treat the wife and mother of their general. 
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VETURIA. 

Treat me thyfelf with more relpeft, my fon 5 

Nor dare to fhock my ears with fuch propofals. 

Shall I defert my country, 1 who come 

To plead her caufe ? Ah no ! A grave in Rome 

Would better pleafe me, than a throne at Antium, 

How haft thou thus forfaken all my precepts ? 

How haft thou thus forgot thy love to Rome ? 

O Coriolanus, when with hoftile arms. 

With fire and fword, you enter'd on our borders, 

Did not the foftering air, that breathes around us, 

AJlay thy guilty fury, and inftil 

A certain native fweetnefs thro* thy foul ? 

Did not your heart thus murmur to itfelf ? 

** Thefe walls contain whatever can command 

** Refpedl from virtue, or is dear to nature, 

** The monuments of piety and valour, 

** The fculptur*d forms, the trophies of my fathers, 

** My boufehold gods, my mother, wife, and children 1" 

CQRIOLANUS. 

Ah ! you feduce me with too tender views !— 
Thefe walls contain the moft corrupt of men, 
A bafe leditious herd ; who trample order, 
Diftindtion, juftice, laws, beneath their feet, 
Infolent foes to worth, the foes of virtue I 

VETURIA, 

^Thou haft not thence a right to lift thy hand 
Againft the whole community, which forms 
Thy ever-facred country — ^That confifts 
Not of coeval citizens alone : 
It knows no bounds : it has a retrofpedl 
To ages paft ; it looks on thofe to come ; 
And grafps of all the general worth and virtue. 
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Suppo(e^ my ion, that I to thee had been 

A harfh obdurate parent, even nnjoft ; 

How would the monftrous thought with horror ftrikc 

thee. 
Of plunging, from revenge, thy raging ftecl 
Into her breail who nurft thy infant years !— 

CORIOLANUS. 

Rome is no more ! that Rome which nurs'd my youth; 

That Rome, conduced by Patrician virtue. 

She is no more ! My fword ihall now chaftife 

Thefc fons of pride and dirt ! Her upftart tyrants ! 

Who have debas'd the nobleft ftate pn earth 

Into a fordid democratic fadion. 

Why will my mother join her caufe to theirs ? 

VETURIA. 

Forbid it, Jove ! that I fhould e'er diftinguilh 
My intereft from the general caufe of Rome ; 
Or live to fee a foreign hoftile arm 
Reform th' abufes of our land of freedom. 

4 

But 'tis in vain, I find, to reafon more* 
Is there no way to reach thy filial heart. 
Once fam'd as much for piety as courage ? 
Oft haft thou juftly triumph'd, Coriolanus ; 
Now yield one triumph to thy widow'd mother ; 
And fend me back amidft the loud acclaims. 
The grateful tranfports of delivered Rome, 
The happieft far, the moft renown'd of women ! 

CORIOLANUS. 

Why, why, Veturia, wilt thou plead in vain ? 

TULLUS, afide to vohVSivs. 

See, fee, Volufius, how the flrong emotions 
Of powerful nature fhake his inmod foul ! 
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See how they tear hiin»-rlf he long refills them. 
He is a god, or fomething worfe than man. 

VETURIA. 

O Marcius, Marcius ! canfl thou treat me thus i 
Canil thou complain of Rome's ingratitude. 
Yet be to me fo cruelly ungrateful ? 
To me ! who anxious reared thy youth to glory ? 
Whofe only joy, thefe many years, has been. 
To boafl: that Coriolanus was my fon ? 
And doft thou then renounce me for thy mother ? 
Spurn me before thefe chiefs, before thofe foldiers, 
That weep thy ftubborn cruelty ? Art thou 
The hardeft man to me in this affembly ? 
Look at ipe ! Speak ! 

\^Pau/ing, during ^which be appears in 
great agitation. 

Still doft thou turn away ? 
Inexorable ? filent ? — Then, behold me, 
Behold thy mother, at whofe feet thou oft 
Haft kneePd with fondnefs, kneeling now at thine, 
Wetting thy ftem tribunal with her tears. 

CORIOLANUS. [Rai/es her. 

Veturia, rife. I cannot fee thee thus. 
It is a light uncomely, to behold 
My mother at my feet, and that to urge 
A fuit, relentlefs honour muft refufe. 

yOLUMNlA. [Ad^uancing. 

Sinc^, Coriolanus,. thou doft ftill retain, 
In fplte of all thy mother now has pleaded. 
Thy dreadful purpofe, ah ! how much in vain 
Were it for me to join my fupplications ! 
The voice of thy Volumnia, once fo pleaftng 5 
How fhall it hope to touch the hufband's heart. 
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When proof againft the tears of fuch a parent i 
I dare not urge what to thy mother thou 
So firmly haft denyM— But I muft weep— 
Muft weep, if not thy harfh feverity, 
At leaft thy fituation. O permit me 

[Taking its ha$t4» 
To fhed my gufliing tears upon thy hand ! 
To prefs it with the cordial lips of love ! 
And take my laft farewel ! 

CORIOLANUS* 

Yet, yet, my foul, 
Be firm, and perfevere 

VOI^UMNIA. 

Ah Coriolanus ! 
Is then this hand, this hand to me devoted. 
The pledge of nuptial love, that has fo long 
Protedted, blefs'd, and fhelter'd us with kindnefs. 
Now lifted up againft us ? Yet I love it. 
And, with fubmifiive veneration, bow 
Beneath th' affli^ion which it heaps upon us* 
But O ! what nobler tranfports would it give thee ! 
What joy beyond exprefEon ! couldft thou once 
Surmount the furious ftorm of fierce revenge. 
And yield thee to the charms of love and mercy. 
Oh make the glorious trial ! 

CORIOLANUS, i 

Mother ! wife ! 
Are all the powers of Nature leagued againft me ? 
I cannot ! will not — Leave me, my Volunmia I 

VOLUMNIA. 

Well, I obey— How bitter thus to part ! 
Upon fuch terms to part ! perhaps for ever ! 
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But tell mc, ere I hepce unroot my feet. 

When to my lonely home I (hall return. 

What from their father, to our little flavcs, 

Unconfcious of the (I^ame to which you doom themi 

What fhaU I fay ? 

[Paufing : He highly agitated* 

Nay, tell me, Coriolanus ! 

CORIOLANUS. 

Tell thee ! What fhall I tell thee ? See thefc tears ! 
Thefe tears will tell thee what exceeds the power 
Of words to fpeak, whatever the fon^ the hufband, 
And father, in one complicated pang, 
Can feel— But leave me ; — even in pity leave ! 
Ceafe, ceafe, to torture me, my dear Volumnia ! 
You only tear my heart ; but cannot fhake it ; 
For by th* immortal gods, the dread avengers 
Of broken faith ! 

VOLUMNIA. [Kneeling. 

Oh fwear not, Coriolanus ! 
O vow not our dedrudlion ! 

VETURIA. 

Daughter, rife. 
Let us no more before the Volfcian people 
Expofe ourfelves a fpedacle of fliame. 
It is in vain we try to melt a breaft. 
That to the beft affedlions Nature gives us, 
Prefers the worft — Hear me, proud man ! I hare 
A heart as ftout as thine. I came not hither. 
To be fent back reje^ed, baffled, fham'd, 
Hateful to Rome, becaufe I am thy mother : 
A Roman matron knows, in iuch extremes, 
What part to take — And thus I came provided. 

[Dreiwiugfrom under htr rpie a daggir* 
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Go ! barbarous fbn ! go ! double parricide ! 
Rufh o'er my corfe to thy belovM revenge ! 
Tread on the bleeding bread of her, to whom 
Thou ow'ft thy life !— Lo, thy firft via:im ! 

CORIOLANUS. 

Ha ! [Seizing her hand. 
What doft thou mean I 

VETURIA. 

To die, while Rome is free, 
To feize the moment ere thou art her tyrant. 

CORIOLANUS. 

O ufe thy power more juftly ! Set not thus 

My treacherous heart in arms againft my reaibn* 

Here ! here ! thy dagger will be well employed ; 

Strike here ! and reconcile my fighting duties. 

VETURIA. 

Off! Set me free !— Think'ft thou that grafp, which 

binds 
My feeble hand, can fetter too my will ? 
No, my proud fon ! Thou canft not make me live. 
If Rome muft fall !— No power on earth can do it ! 

CORIOLANUS. 

Pity me, generous Volfci ! — You are men— 
Muft it then be ?— Confufion ! — Do I yield ? 
What is it ? Is it weaknefs ? Is it virtue ?— 
WclU- 

VETURIA, 

What ? Speak ! 

CORIOLANUS. 
O, no I— my ftifled words refufe 
.A paflage to the throes that wring my heart. 
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VETURIA. 

Nay, if thoti yieldeft, yield like Coriolanus ; 
And wh^t thou do'ft, do nobly ! 

CORIOLANUS. [fitting ber band. 

There!— 'Tis done!— . 
Thine is the triun:iph, Nature ! 

\To Vcturia, in a Ifmo tone of<voice» 

Ah Veturia! 
Rome by thy aid is fav*d— but thy fon loft, 

' VETURIA, 

He never can be loft, who faves his country. 

CORIOLANUS. [Turning to tbe Roman Ladies* 
Ye matrons, guardians of the Roman fafety, 
You to the (enatc may report this anfwer. 
We grant the truce you alk. But on thefe terms : 
That Rome* mean-time, Ihall to a peace agree. 
Fair, equal,' juft, and fuch as may fecure • 
The fafetyi rights, and honour of the Volfci. 

[To tbe tnopu 
Volfci, we raife the fiege. Go, and prepare. 
By the firft dawn, for your return to Antiuih. 

[As tbe troops^ retire^ awd Coriolanus turns to tbe 
Roman Ladies \ 

TULLUS« \To Volufius, ajidu 

*Tis as we wifhM, Volufius— To your ftation. 
But ma^k me well-!-Till thou fhalt hear my call, 
I charge thee not to ftir. One oflFer more 
My honour bids me make to this proud man. 
Before we ftrike the blow — If he reje^s it. 
His blood be on his head* 
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VOLUSIUS, 

Well ! I obey ypm^ 

[He gees out* 

CORIOLANUS. 

Be it thy care> Galefus^ that a fafeguard 
Attend thefe noble matrons back to Rome. 



SCENE IL 

CORIOLANUS^ TULLUS« 

CORIOLANUS. 

I plainly^ Tullus, by your looks difcera 
You difapprove my condud):. 

TULLUS. 

Caius MarcmSf 
I mean not to afiail thee with the clanaour 
Of loud reproaches, and the war of words ; 
Bat» pride apart, and all that can pervert 
The light of fteady reaibn, here to make 
A candid fair propofal. 

CORIOLAKUS. 

Speak. I hear thee. 

TULLUS. 

I need not tell thee, that I have performed 
My utmoft promife. Thou haft been protedled j 
Haft had thy ampleft, moft ambitious wiQi : 
Thy wounded pride is healed, thy dear revenge 
Completely fated ; and, to crown thy fortune. 
At the fame time, thy peace with Rome reftor'd. 



1 
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Thou art no more a VoUciazLi but a Roman. 
Return, return; thy duty calls upon thee. 
Still to protedl the city thou haft fav*d : 
It ftill may be in danger from our arms* 

CORIOLANUS. 

Infolent man! Is this thy fair propofal ? 

TULLUS* 

Be patient — Hear me Ipeak— I have already 
From Rome protected thee ; now from the Volfci, 
From their juft vengeance, I will ftill proteft thee* 
Retire. I will take care thou may'ft with fafety. 

CORIOLANUS. 

With fafety!— Heavens!— And think'ft thou, Co- 

riolanus 
Will ftoop to thee for fafety ? No ! my fafeguard 
Is in myfelf, a bofom void of blame. 
And the great gods, protestors of the juft.— 
O *tis an adt of cowardice and bafenefs, 
To feize the very time my hands were fettered. 
By the ftrong chain of former obligations. 
The fafe fure moment to infult me— Gods ! 
Were I now free, as on that day I was. 
When at Corioli I tam'd thy pride. 
This had not been. 

TULLUS. 

Thou fpeak'ft the truth : It had not. 
O for that time again ! Propitious gods, 
If you will blefs me, grant it !— -Know, for that. 
For that dear purpofe, I have now proposM 
Thou fhould'ft return. I pray thee, Marcius, do it I 
And we ihall meet again on nobler terms. 
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CORIOLANirS. 

When to the Volfci I have cleared my faith. 
Doubt not I fhall find means to meet thee nobly. 
We then our generous quarrel may decide 
In the bright front of fome embattled field. 
And not in private brawls, like fierce barbarians. 

TULLUS. 
Thou canft not hope acquittal from the Volfci. 

CORIOLANUS. 

I do : — Nay more, expert their approbation. 

Their thanks ! I will obtain thena fuch a peace 

As thou durft never aflc ; a perfedb union 

Of their whole nation with imperial Rome 

In all her privileges, all her rights. 

By the juft gods, I will ! What wouid*ft thou more? 

TULLUS. 

What would I more! Proud Roman; This I would; 

Fire the curs'd foreft where thefe Roman wolves 

Haunt and infeft their nobler neighbours round them; 

Extirpate from the bofom of this land, 

A falfe perfidious people, who, beneath 

The maik of freedom, are a combination 

Againft the liberty of human-kind, 

The genuine feed of outlaws and of robbers. 

CORIOLANUS. 

The feed of gods ! — *Tis not for thee, vain boafter ! 
*Tis not for fuch as thou, fo often fpar*d 
By her victorious fword, to talk of Rome, 
But with refpe^ and awful veneraticm. 
Whatever her blots> whatever her giddy faftions, 
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There is more virtue in one iingle year 
Of Roman ftory, than your Volfcian annals 
Can boafl thro' all your creeping dark duration ! 

TULLUS. 
I thank thy rage. This full difplays the traitor. 

CORIOLANUS* 

Ha! traitor! 

TULLUS. 

Firft, to thy own country, traitor ! 
And traitor, now» to mine 1 

CORIOLANUS« 

Ye heavenly Powers ! 
I fliall break loofe — My rage — But let us part- 
Left my rafh hand ihould do a hafty deed 
My cooler thought forbids. 

TULLUS. 

Begone — Return- 
To head the Roman troops. I grant thee quittaiM:e 
Full and complete of all thofe obligations 
Thou haft fo oft infultingly complain'd 
Fetter'd thy hands. They now are free. I court 
The wcrft thy fword can do ; whtlft thou from me 
Haft nothing to exped, but fure deftrudtion. 
Quit then this hoftile camp. Once more I tell thee. 
Thou art not here one fingle hour in fafety. 

CORIOLANUS. 

Think'ft thou to fright me hence ? 

TULLUS, 

Thou wik not then ? ' 
Thou wilt not take the fafety which I offer? 
Vol. III. X 
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CORIOLANUS* 

Till I have cleared my honour in your council^ 
And provM before them all, to thy confufion. 
The falfehood of thy charge ; as foon in battle 
I would before thee fly, and howl for mercyt 
As quit the ftation they have here aflign'd me. 

TULLUS. 
Volufius! Hoa! 



SCENE III. 

To them voLUSius, and Confpirators^ with their 

Jwords drawn. 

TULLUS. 

Seize and fecure the traitor ! 

CORIOLANUS. 

\h€^ing bis band upon bis /word. 
Who dares approach me, dies ! 

VOLUSIUS. 

Die thou ! 

[As Coriolanus dranus bis /word, Volufius and 
the Conjpirators rujh upon andftab bim. TuUus 
fianding by without having dravun his fiuord. 

CORIOLANUS. 

[Endeavouring to free himfelf. 

OfF!— Villains! 
[Falling. 

O murdering flavesi Aflaflmating cowards! [Dies. 
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SCENE IV. 

^Ufon the noife of the tumult y enter haftily to them Galesus> 
the other deputies of the Volfcian States, Officers , friends 
^Coriolanus, and Tit vs 'with alargebandoffoldiers* 

GALESU3. 

[As he enters. 
Are we a nation rulM by laws, or fury ? j^' 

How ? whence this tumult ?— [Paufingn 

Gods! what do I fee I 
The noble Marcius flain ! 

TULLUS. 

You fee a traitor 
Punifli'd as he deferv'd, the Roman yoke 
That thrall'd us broken, and the VoUci free ! 

GALESUS. 

Hear me, great Jove ! Hear, all you injured Powers 

Of friendfhip, hofpitality, and faith ! 

By that heroic blood, which from the ground. 

Reeking to you for vengeance cries, I fwear ! 

This impious breach of your eternal laws. 

This daring outrage on the Volfcian honour, 

Shall find in me a rigorous avenger ! 

On the fame earth, polluted by their crime, 

I will not live with thefe unpunifh'd ruffians ! 

TULLUS. 

This deed is mine : I claim it all !— Thefe men, 
Thefe valiant men, were but my inftruments, 
To punifb him who to our face betray'd ust 

X 2 
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We fliall not fear to anfwer to the Volfci, 
In a full council of the ftates at Antium ! 
The glorious charge of having ftabb'd their taitor ! 

OALESUS. 
Titus, till then fecure them. 

[Tullus and Confpirators are led off^ 
[Galefus, ftanding over the body of Coriolanus, 
after a Jhort pemfi^ proceeds, 

Volfcian fathers. 
And ye, brave foldiers, fee an awful fcene^ 
Demanding ferious folemn meditation. 
This man was once the glory of his age, 
Difmterefted, juft, with every virtue 
Of civil life adom'd, in arms unequal'd. 
His only blot was this ; that, much provoked, 

Jie rais*d his vengeful arm againft his country. i 

And, lo! the righteous gods have now chaftis*d him^ I 

Even by the hands of thofe for whom he fought, \ 

Whatever private views and paflions plead, 
No caufe can juftify fo black a deed : 
Thefe, when the angry tempeft clouds the foul, 
May darken reafon, and her courfe controul; 
But when the profpeft clears, her ftartled eye 
Muft from the treacherous gulph with horror fly, 
On whofe wild wave, by ftormy paffions toft, 
So many haplefs wretches have been loft. 
Then be this truth the ftar by which we fteer, 
Move ourfelves our Covyitky Jhould be dear. 



EPILOGUE. 



SP0K2N BY MRS. WOFFINGTON. 



WELL! Gentlemen ! and are you ftUl fo vain 
To treat our fex with arrogant difdain $ 
And think, to you alone by partial Heaven, 
Superior fenfe and fovereign power are given j 
When in the ftory told to-night, you find. 
With what a boundlefs fway we rule the mind. 
And, by a few fofit words of ours, with eafe, 
Can turn the proudeft hearts juft where we pleafe f 
If an old mother had fuch powerful charms. 
To ftop a fhibbom Romanes conquering arms,** 
Soldiers and ftatefmen of thefe days, with you 
What think you would a fair young miftrefs do } 
If with my grave difcourfe, and wrinkled face, 
I thus could bring a hero to difgrace. 
How abfolutely may I hope to reign, 
Now I am tumM to my own ihape again 1 
However, I will ufe my empire well ; 
And, if I have a certain magic fpell 
Or in my tongue, or wit, or (hape, or eyes, 
Which can fubdue the ftrong, and fool the wile. 
Be not alarm*d : I will not interfere 
In ftate affairs, nor undertake to fleer 
The helm of government,— as we are told 
Thefe female politicians did of old : 
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Such dangerous heights I never wiih to climb——* 
Thank Heaven I better can employ my time i 
Aik you to what my power I ihall apply ? 
To make my fubje6ls bleft, is my reply. 
My purpofes are gracious all^ and kind. 
Some may be told— and fome may be divinM c 
One, which at prefent I have moft at heart. 
To you without referve I will impart: 
It is my fovereign will,— Hear, and obey,— 
That you with candour treat this Orphan PUy* 



THE END. 
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